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THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO 
MOTHER RALPH AND 
POINTER WARREN, 

TWO OF THE PUREST SERVANTS 
OF GOD’S GRACE, 

WHO HAVE PASSED OVER 
THE RIVER JORDAN. 
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SUFFERING WAVES FROM AFRICA WAY — 

A BLOODY COMING, THAT SLAVERY DAY. 

INTO THE GROUND YOU WENT, 

PLANTING SEED, 

HARVESTING CROP, 

BURYING YOUR OWN. 

GODS WEPT, MEN SWEAT, 

AND JORDAN ROSE. 

DEEP AND FURIOUS ITS FERVOR, 

CHURNING, PULSING SOUNDS OF NIGHT, 

BODIES BAPTIZED IN TRIBAL LIGHT. 

RING THE BELL, LET IT TELL 
THE WAY OF A FARAWAY ISLE, 

WHERE HEAVEN AND HELL PIERCE THE SOUL, 

ENABLING SIGHT WITHIN THE DARK. 

MOURN WITH PILGRIMS OF SORROW, 
ENTER THE TOMB. 

PRAY WITH THE PASSWORD, 
ENTER THE WOMB. 

OPEN YOUR UNSEEN EYES, 
ENTER THE BAPTISMAL POOL. 
FEEL THE ANOINTING, 
ENTER THE MYSTERY SCHOOL 

JOYOUS WAVES FROM AFRICA WAY - 
A SECOND COMING. THIS SPIRITED PLAY. 
INTO THE GROUND YOU GO, 

PLANTING SEED, 

HARVESTING CROP, 

BURYING YOUR OWN, 

THIS PASSAGE INTO AFRICA WAY. 




W hen you are a spiritua 

spiritual life,you wi(l see the lines. They look like 

■ 

telephone lines. They connect you to all the places w 


is, someone 


can travel. Sometimes I see aMne that is broken: it’s 


1 then have to 


keep the connection alive 


■Mother Samuel 
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NOTE: I use the name 
"St Vincent Shakers" out of 
respect to several elders of 
the tradition who wish that 
the book emphasize the 
traditional forms of their 
spiritual practice that include 
ecstatic body shaking. 

These elders were less 
interested in recent trends 
to institutionalize the move¬ 
ment and de-emphasize the 
name "Shaker." 


ST. VINCENT is one of the Windward Islands in the 
West Indies, located approximately 190 miles north of Trinidad 
and 100 miles west of Barbados. The island is lush w ith vegeta¬ 
tion and holds a volcano, Mt. Soufriere, whose previous erup¬ 
tions have caused extensive damage and loss of life. The early 
slave trade transplanted African spirituality upon its shores and 
by the turn of the twentieth centurv, a religion thrived that w as 
rooted to both African traditions and Protestant Christianity, 
most notably the Methodist Church.This religion, character¬ 
ized by intense displays of ecstatic expression, became know n 
as the Shakers or, as they often call themselves, the “converted 
people” or “Spiritual Baptists.” 

In 1912, an ordinance was passed “to render illegal the 
practices of ‘Shakerism’ as indulged in the colony of St. 
Vincent.” In spite of constant prosecution, the Shakers thrived. 
The ordinance was not repealed until 1965.Today, the Shakers 
of St. Vincent comprise a vibrant community of spiritual practi¬ 
tioners. “Prayer houses” or “praise houses” are scattered 
throughout the island where meetings, often lasting four to five 
hours, are regularly held. 

Baptism and mourning are their most important rituals. No 
one is baptized unless they first have a dream, vision, or spiritual 
sign. Once baptized, the initiate is eligible for participation in 
their most sacred ritual which is called “mourning,” or “taking a 
spiritual journey,” a “pilgrim journey,” or “going to the secret 
room.” There they seek a vision through prayer and fasting, 
which typically lasts between six and twenty-one days. In the 
visions, Shakers find instruction and knowledge, ranging from 
metaphysics to the practice of healing, passed on to them. This 
learning from the spiritual world is sometimes called “going to 
school.” It is the core experience of the Shakers. 
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This volume of Profiles of Healing opens the largely unknown 
visionary world of the Shakers of St. Vincent. When a Shaker 

j 

seeks spiritual healing, they set on a journey that traverses 
through spiritual death and rebirth. In this healing odyssey, the 
seeker surrenders all their troubles and suffering from this life 
to a powerful spiritual process, so that one’s troubled soul may 
be reborn with new meaning and vitality. The journey may 
direct one toward the healing of physical sickness. 

Again, the name of this visionary journey into spiritual heal¬ 
ing is called mourning. One’s life is symbolically buried and 
mourned, opening up the possibility of a personal resurrec¬ 
tion. What makes the St. Vincent Shakers unique among the 
global mystical cultures is the extent to which its members 
seek and find visionary experiences. It is not reserved for the 
few initiates, but available to every member of the community. 
On this small island in the Caribbean, thousands of people have 
been spiritually healed and educated through powerful vision¬ 
ary pilgrimages. 

In the pages that follow, leaders of the St. Vincent Shakers 
describe the process of spiritual healing through the ritual of 
mourning. The final section provides a detailed account of an 
individual spiritual pilgrimage during a particular mourning. In 
these stories we find people who heal and inform their lives 
through direct visionary experiences. 


undermentioned Ordinance has been assented to by the Acting Govern 
Windward Islands and is published for general information :— 

13 of 1912.—An Ordinance to render illegal the practices of “ Shah 
indulged in in the Colony of Saint Vincent. 

By Command, 

V. F. DUAYT 
Chi 

ment Office, 
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Surveying 

Water, taken from the glass with a flower, is 
sprinkled three times. Then the brass bell is 
rung three times in each corner of the room, 
as well as in the doorways, at the center pole 
and at the four corners of the altar. 







Greeting 


A hymn is sung while everyone 
walks around the room in a single 
file, shaking hands with each other. 





1 he mam service take: 
place with long 
chanted prayers, 
hymns, and preaching. 
This is when the Holy 
Ghost spirit typically 
touches members of 


congregation 



pr. a 








The Shaker Way of Being Touched by the Spi 

phase one Connecting with the Spirit 

- spontaneous jerks 

- shivering, trembling 

- unexpected shouts 

- sobs, hisses 

- unintelligible sounds 

TYPICAL DURATION: 2-60 MINUTES 

The pilgrim’s body begins to feel a bit out of control. The 
spirit is starting to do its work. Body movements and sounds 
appear random, not in an obvious rhythm, and unpatterned. 



phase two Moving When the Spirit Adopts You 

- body typically bends forward from the waist with knees slightly bent 

- profuse sweating 

- repetitive, rhythmic movements typically with strong breathing sounds 

- may touch flame of candle and not get burned 
TYPICAL DURATION: 5-20 MINUTES f 

The spirit has taken control of the pilgrim. It is the deepest 
stage of ecstatic spiritual experience. Bode movements and 
unds are now rhythmical, patterned, and often in svnc 
with the group. Strong over-breathing (alternately sucking 
air and releasing it with a grunting 
sound) is typically present. 

This is called ‘doption. 



HksE three Separating from the Spirit 

- singing or humming 

- gasps, groans, sighs, shouts 

- often feel breathless 

- random conduct 

TYPICAL DURATION: A FEW MINUTES 

. This is a time of bewilderment and confusion when the 
pilgrim starts to disengage from feeling overtaken by the 
spirit. It is not as deep an experience as stage two, but may 
be more or less deep than stage one. 
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MOURNING 


Going to the low ground of sorrows 


—Mother Superior Sandy 



The pilgrim dreams of a pointer (a person whose spiritual role 
note: Pointers may is to point a pilgrim toward a spiritual journey). 

exercise their own 
unique vanations to the 

following sequence. The pi]g r i m asks that pointer to help him or her mourn. 
Mourning begins with a worship service. 

Mourners sit at a certain side of the room, often holding a lit 
candle with the right hand, the left palm facing up. 

A circular ground-drawing ot mystic notations and graphic signs 
is made with chalk on the floor—a map for the spiritual journey. 

Several layers of cloth bands with wax markings are tied tightly 
around the pilgrim’s head and eyes by a pointer. The bands are 
triangles or squares of cotton fabric and a sacred message or 
symbol is written on it with wax or chalk. Before being tied 
around the pilgrim’s head, the band is blessed. 

Different color bands have special meanings: red may indicate 
the blood and love of Jesus, white may represent purity, blue for 
healing, yellow for spirituality, brown for positivity. 



* J 




The practice is Biblically rooted in EZEKIEL 4:8.: 


And behold , I will lay bands upon thee and thou shalt not turn thee 
from one side to the other. 


The secret to mourners is the seal, that is, what is written in 
wax on the band. It determines wtare the pilgrim will go in 
the spiritual world during mourning. 




A voice told me that the color 


It’s about spiritual power. 


Mother Samuel 
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The pilgrim is spun around three times and then the mothers 
press various parts of the body to help sink the spirit in. 

Then the pilgrim is laid on the ground like a burial service. A 
wooden cross is placed in the left hand and a lit white candle in 
the right hand. 

Secret words (password) are whispered by the pointer. 

Personal praying begins (alternating between kneeling, standing, or 
lying down—usually on the right side) with a confession to God 
and a review of all the sins and wrongdoings of one’s entire life. 

Interspersed Bible reading and prayers are given by the pointer. 

Daily sunrise and sundown prayer services are held in the 
mourning room with singing and dancing. 

After three days, the pilgrim is covered with lavender Bowers, 
scripture is read about Christ rising from the grave, and the pilgrim 
is physically lifted up from the ground. Singing, praving, and danc¬ 
ing take place in the mourning room with Shaker ciders. 

The pilgrim tells the pointer about any visionary experiences. 
This is called “giving a lesson.” 

The pointer gives “proves” to test the pilgrim’s progress. 
Further journeying is encouraged. 

The pilgrim is washed and redressed with a robe having the 
color dreamed by the pilgrim or the pointer. 

The pilgrim is led by a processional from the mourning room 
to the outside and back into the front of the prayer house. 

The pilgrim “shouts” his or her visionary news to the congregation. 

















Some Spiritual Jobs Received in Mourning 


Archbishop: leader of Shaker churches 

Bishop, Pastor, Teacher, Shepherd: church elders 

Captain: the person who directs the spirit in a service, bringing forth 
spiritual ships, getting people on board, and orienting them toward a 
spiritual journey 

Diver: goes into the spiritual ocean to help lift up some-one who is stuck 
or drowning during a spiritual journey 

Doctor: healer (there are different kinds of healers) 

Healer: administers healing plants, medicines, touch, and prayer 

Hunter: works with spirits of the land 

Inspector: investigates spiritual matters 

Messenger: reports messages sent by the Holv Spirit 

Mother: female leader of a church 

Nurse: cares for baptism candidates and takes care of the mourning room 

Pointer: a spiritual teacher who “points” souls to the spiritual world, 
helping them to mourn 

Prover: evaluates truth of another person (a spiritual diagnosis) 

Spiritual Watchman: spies on other spiritual groups 

Warrior: clears spiritual disturbances by defending with the sword 

Watchman: a person who protects the church from danger, usually 
guarding the main entrance of the church 
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MOTHER SUPERIOR 




I AM 81 YEARS OLD and I am delighted to have placed manv 
people on the fasting ground.There you can be taken to manv 
different places in the spiritual world.That’s how we learn the 
sacred ways. When I was a young woman, I was a school teacher, 
but on the 23rd of September, 1945, I took my baptism. That’s 
when 1 started teaching people about the Holy Spirit. 

Baptism is essential.The Bible tells us that it’s a must. Look 
at the third chapter of St. John’s Gospel when Jesus talks to 
Nicodemus (JOHN 3, 1 7): 

There was a man of the Pharisees , named Nicodemus , a ruler of the Jews: 
The same came to Jesus by night, and said unto him. Rabbi , we know that 
thou art a teacher come from God: for no man can do these miracles 
that thou doest y except God be with him. 
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|esus answered and s aid unto him, “Verily, verily, I say unto thee. 
Except a man be horn again, he cannot see the Kingdom of God. ” 

Flicodemus saith unto him, How can a man be born when he is old? 
Can he enter the second time his mother’s womb, and be born? 


[esus answered, “Verily, verily, I say unto thee, Except a man be born of 
water and of the Spirit , he cannot enter into the kingdom of God. ” 


""That which is born of the flesh is flesh; and that which is born of the Spirit 
is spirit. 


niarveJ not that I said unto thee , ye must be born again. 


Even Jesus left the footprint of Baptism for us. He left home 
and walked ninety miles to the River Jordan where John was 
baptizing people (JOHN 1,29—34): 

fh e next day John seeth Jesus coming unto him, and saith. Behold the 
Lamb of God , which taketh away the sin of the world. 


th is is he of whom I said. After me cometh a man which is preferred 
before me: for he was before me. 


And I knew him not: but that he should be manifest to Israel, therefore 
am I come baptizing with water. 


And John bare record , saying, I saw the Spirit descending from heaven 
like a dove, and it abode upon him. 

And I knew him not: but that he sent me to baptize with water, the 
same said unto me. Upon whom shalt see the Spirit descending , and 
remaining on him, the same is he which baptizeth with the Holy Ghost. 

find I saw, and bare record that this is the Son of God. 
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The St Vincent Shakers were 
legally prosecuted on the 
ground that shaking and 
ecstatic expression led to 
insanity. Other Chnstian 
groups, both Catholic and 
Protestant were frightened of 
the Shakers’ expenences and 
viewed it as Devil's work. Early 
medical authorities, most 
notably. Dr. Chnstian William 
Branch, viewed their spiritual 
practice as "endemic religious 
insanity" (Branch authored the 
paper, “The Endemic Religious 
Insanity of the Island of St 
Vincent"). Later scholars, using 
psychological concepts, 
continued to negatively 
charactenze Shakers as being 
susceptible to hysteria and 
psychological dissociation. 


Back in the old days, when 1 was a little girl, my parents told 
me that we could not worship God as we like. We had to hide 
away in the mountains and other places. If they caught us 
worshipping they would lock us up. 

When I was young, I contracted jaundice and turned yel¬ 
low. Mv urine was black and 1 was unable to get out of bed. The 
doctors gave up on me and everyone expected me to die. It was 
then when I first saw the spiritual world of Jesus. I was shown 
how I would go on my first mourning. I was told it would last 
ten days and that I would be given what I needed to help oth¬ 
ers. I saw all these things while I was on my sickbed. 

Then an angel, looking like a woman, came to me and 
showed me three leaves. She told me what they were and 
instructed me to tell my mother to brew a tea from them. I 
called my mother and told her what happened, and she made 
the tea. I was well in three days. This miracle led me to 
always trust in the Lord. 

Years ago, when I was a school teacher, I was transferred 
to the Georgetown government school, in the north of the 
island of St. Vincent. 1 dreamt one night that I was traveling 
along a road we call Number 4. I looked up and saw a long 
line of people marching in a procession up a hill. They were 
robed in long white gowns that touched the ground. 1 said 
out loud, “I wonder who those people are and where they are 
going?” I didn’t see anyone, but a voice said to me, “They are 
the saints from Mozambique.” Being a school teacher, I knew 
that Mozambique is in Africa. The dream then took me to a 
beach where there was a very large building. There someone 
placed me under the water of baptism. 

In the dream, the person who baptized me said, “When 
you feel the power of the Holy Spirit, planes will come and 
take you into a far away country where you must go and 
preach the gospel.” When I looked up, I saw r a pole in front of 



mot H E K.SVJ PE KjOR^S A FI DY 


1 

55 


me that had two buttons. He told me to press the buttons. 
After 1 pressed the buttons I heard a plane, and looking up, I 
saw planes pass overhead. Looking at the gentleman, I won¬ 
dered whether I had to go elsewhere to preach the gospel. 
Then I woke up from my sleep. 

I pondered that vision very much and made up my mind 
to take my baptism and go to the mourning. When I got into 
the faith, I was about 1 8 or 1 9 years old. Since I’ve been 
doing this work, I’ve placed 212 children in the waters of 
baptism. And I have placed 41 1 people on the mourning 
ground. I wish I could see them in front of me now. 

About seven years after the first vision, I dreamt that a 
gentleman came to me and said, “I’m sending you forth as an 
evangelist and I’m giving you the ten chapters in Matthew’s 
gospel.Take that as your guide.” 

Before someone goes into the mourning room for a spiri¬ 
tual journey, I first wash them.Then 1 write certain things on 
the colored bands that go on their head. I also read the 
Scriptures to them, particularly Psalm 5 1, an important 
chapter for the remission of sins. Remember how brother 
David sinned with Bathsheba? Bathsheba was the wife of 
Uriah, who had gone off to battle when David saw her 
bathing. He lusted for her and in due time she was pregnant. 
David then wrote a letter to the commander of the army and 
ordered that Uriah be put on the frontline. That was LIriah’s 
death warrant and he was killed in battle. 

God sent David a messenger and the messenger told 
David a storv about two men. One had a large farm, full of 
animals, while the other had just one young goat. Then the 
man with the big Hock stole the other man’s kid. When asked 
“What do you think should be done to such a man?” David 
quicklv answered, “Such a man should be killed.”Then Elijah, 
the messenger, said, “Thou art the man.” 
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David immediately turned to God in confession and be^ed 
for mercy. He asked to be washed from his iniquity and 
cleansed from sin. As David tells us (PSALMS 51:1 17): 

Have mercy upon me, O God, according to thy loving kindness: accord¬ 
ing unto the multitude of thy tender mercies blot out my transgressions. 

IAJash me thoroughly from mine iniquity, and cleanse me from my sin. 
For I acknowledge my transgressions: and my sin is ever before me. 

Againstthee, thee only , have I sinned, and done this evil in thy sight: 
that thou mightest be justified when thou speakest, and be clear when 
thou judgest. 


Behold, I was shapen in iniquity; and in sin did my moth 


er conceive me. 


Behold, tho u deepest truth in the inward parts: and in the hidden part 
thou shalt make me to know wisdom. 


Purge me with hyssop , and I shall be clean: wash me, and I shall be 
whiter than snow. 


ITlake me to hear joy and gladness; that the bones which thou hast 
broken may rejoice. 

H ide thy face from my sins, and blot out all mine iniquities. Create in 
me a clean heart , O God; and renew a right spirit within me. 

Cast me not away from thy presence; and take not thy holy spirit from me. 

Restore unto me the joy of thy salvation; and uphold me with thy free spirit. 

Then will I teach transgressors thy ways; and sinners shall be converted 
unto thee. 
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Deliver me from bloodguiltiness, O God, thou God of my salvation: 
and my tongue shall sing aloud of thy righteousness. 

O Lord, open thou my lips; and my mouth shall spew forth thy praise. 

For thou desi rest not sacrifice; else would I give it: thou delightest not 
in burnt offering. 

th e sacrifices of God are a broken spirit: a broken and a contrite heart, 
O God, thou wilt not despise. 

David said that prayer with a clear, pure heart and God forgave him. 

When I tell this to the mourners, they learn that they must 
confess and not tell God a lie. Then I send them into the mourn¬ 
ing room and instruct them to pray to their God and confess to 
Him all that they have done. You have to be carnally blind to be 
spiritually sigh ted. You can’t be looking all around you when you 
seek a vision.Your eyes must be covered with a band.You will see 
through them w hile you travel through the spiritual world. 

God gave us the gift of Jesus w hen he died on Calvary’s 
cross. He died so that sinners like you and me can have access 
to the throne of grace. Sin leaves a crimson stain on us, but the 
blood of Jesus w ashes it aw^ay as w hite as snow r . 

The spirit inspires me to write certain things on those bands. 
Each mourner wears bands that are signed by their teacher, or 
what we call their pointer. It’s like a teacher putting lessons on 
the blackboard w here the children have to solve the problems. 

There are saints w ho help me find out w hat must be writ¬ 
ten. I have never told anybody about my saints. Never, never, 
never. But 1 will tell you. Something draws me to you or you to 
me. My saints are Saint Theresa and Saint Michael. Both are 
wonderful saints. 

Not every child sees the world of spirit. It depends on the 
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pureness of your heart. When you go to the Lord you see things 
better. If you are blessed, you will see the lights. It’s a beautiful 
light. When you start a journey you find yourself in darkness, 
but when you pray to the Lord, He may open that light and 
shine it upon you. When you see that light, hold onto it. I went 
to that light spiritually. It all takes place by prayer. Remember 
that Peter walked on the sea but didn’t have enough faith. As 
soon as he took his eyes off Jesus, he began to sink. He said, 
“Lord help me!” Faith is the most important thing in our lives. 
You must have faith to go through the many trials and crosses. 

The first time I went into the ritual of mourning, or as we 
used to say, going to the low ground of sorrows, 1 traveled to 
a far away place in a vision. It was as if I was walking into a 
city. I went into a house where 1 met a gentleman. He went 
outside and returned with some kind of a machine. He set it 
down in front of me. It was made of mahogany and so pol¬ 
ished that I could see my face on its surface. It was lovely. He 
placed it on the floor and I stood in front of it. He then left 
again and returned with a chair. In my mind I can still see the 
back of the chair today. In all the places I have traveled in St. 
Vincent, I’ve never seen a chair like that. I didn’t see it in 
England, Trinidad, or even in Barbados. In fact, I’ve never 
seen anvthing like it since. The back of the chair was coiled 
round and round. After he set the chair down he left again and 
came back with twelve needles. Each needle had a different 
colored thread in it. He gave me all these things and then 
showed me how to work the machine. 

In the same journev, he brought me a basin that was as white 
as milk. He put it in front of me and poured water into it. He 
then watered a white flower in a glass. Finally, he gave me a 
leather strap, a bell, and some white chalk. After giving me all of 
these things, he said, “I am going to make you an evangelist of 
mine.” Being young at the time, I did not understand what was 
happening to me. I later found out the meaning of the twelve 
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needles and the colored threads. By growing in the spirit I 
learned what they were. The twelve needles represent the twelve 
tribes of the House of Israel. And the colored threads are for the 
material to cover the heads of people who are fasting. The bell 
calls the sinners to repentance. The basin and the water are used 
to wash their hands and face and feet. The white flower in the 
glass represents purity because a person seeking a vision must 
have a clean heart. The water represents Jesus, the water of life, 
which will keep you from anger. If the tempter crosses the way 
when you are seeking a vision and you’re about to get angrv, take 
three mouthfuls of the water and it will cool you down and keep 
you on the straight and narrow. 

Sometimes people see telephone lines or power lines on 
their journeys. Not everyone sees the same thing. If they are 
lucky, they may see a light. There are all kinds of lights that our 
Savior gives us. Some of these carry the power along a spiritual 
electrical wire. 

In one spiritual journey, I saw the tree of life. I found myself 
in a garden w here a voice told me that I was standing in front of 
the tree of life. The Garden of Eden is beautiful. I wanted to 
stay there because of the many flowers in all the different col¬ 
ors. It’s a paradise. 

On another journey I found myself walking up a street filled 
with lit candles. And, I heard a lovely song: “Jerusalem City, so 
holy, so holy. Jerusalem City, so holy. No sin can enter 
Jerusalem City unless you wash your robes in white. Unless 
you w ash your robes in w hite, no sin can enter Jerusalem citv.” 

In another spiritual journey, a gentleman came to me and 
said, “I’m going to make you the superintendent of this place 
now.” I felt myself afloat in the air looking dow n at evervone 
w alking below. Later, the gentleman showed me a picture of our 
Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, just to the waist, like a passport 
photo. Around his head w as the crown of thorns and below r at the 
waistline, letters spelled out: F-A-I-T-H.The gentleman pre- 
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sented this to me and said, “I am now making you Mother 
Superior.” As I walked down the street, I heard a sweet song: 
“Victory is mine through the blood of my redeemer. Victory is 
mine for he set my spirit free. Victory is mine through the blood 
of my redeemer. Praise the Lord for victory is mine. Pm going to 
walk in the streets of glory. Pm going to walk in the streets of 
glory hallelujah. Pm going to walk in the streets of glory. Pm 
going to walk in the streets of glory one of these days ” I nearly 
flew away and didn’t come back here. It was so sweet. 

Another time, I found myself on a spiritual journey walking 
on the sea. Wow! When I got back here, I felt so nice. I said, “I 
am a Peter. I walked on the sea!” 

The gentleman told me in my sleep that when I experience 
the power of the Holy Ghost, it will be a shivering experience. 
The Holy Spirit moves you and when he leaves, you stand still 
again. 

In the second chapter of the Acts of the Apostles, we learn 
how the apostles, assembled in a house, praying and comforting 
one another, felt something like a mighty wind rush in. It was 
the Holy Ghost, who came down from heaven and touched 
everyone’s shoulder, causing them to speak in a different lan¬ 
guage. This Holy Ghost Spirit is the Comforter that Jesus sent 
to comfort his children (ACTS 2, 1 -4; 17): 

And when the day of Pentecost was fully come, they were all with one 
accord in one place. 

And suddenly there came a sound from heaven as of a rushing mighty 
wind, and it filled all the house where they were sitting. 

And there appeared unto them cloven tongues like as of fire y and it sat 
upon each of them. 

find they were all filled with the Holy Ghost, and began to speak with 
other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance... 
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And it shall come to pass in the last days , saith God , I will pour out 
of my spirit upon all flesh; and your sons and daughters shall prophesy, and 
your young men shall see visions, and your old men shall dream dreams. 

On one of these journeys I was introduced to a drugstore 
that contained many different medicines. When I tried them I 
found that many of these medicines helped children. Around 
here when children are sick, many mothers bring them to me. 
There are some that the doctors give up on, but the parents 
bring them to me and they get well. 

I received the gift of healing from one of my spiritual jour¬ 
neys. Mostly, I attend to little babies. I touch them and read cer¬ 
tain lessons from the Bible while I pray and anoint them. 

Before I touch the person I will ask for the Lord’s help and 
guidance and then comes what to do, and that’s what I do. A cur¬ 
rent comes through me and that makes me feel nice. One of my 
gifts is the ability to perform spiritual surgery. 1 have helped 
many people over the last fifty years. This year a woman from 
Canada came to me and asked me to help her with her adoles¬ 
cent son. I prayed over him and prescribed a medicine they 
could buy at a drugstore. He was well within a month. 

These are the things you can learn in mourning. If you go 
deep into the spirit you can get the experience of‘doption. It 
hits you in the belly, tightens you, and pumps your belly up and 
down. Move when the spirit adopts you. Walk it out. Stomp 
your feet, swing your arms, and let the sound come out. It will 
sound like a drum beating inside your chest. ‘Doption can show 
you something. It can bring you a vision or even take you on a 
spiritual journey. Praise God! 

Some mourners are cowards when they go on their spiritual 
travels. If they are ordered to do anything, they get so fright¬ 
ened that they come back to this side. Anything can happen to 
them on the ground. That’s why the people who place them 
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there, like me, always have to be on the lookout.There are cer¬ 
tain things they will remember seeing. 

If you’re a good teacher, you will be able to tell them what 
they saw.There are times when I go and check on them, to see 
how their journey is going, because they wouldn’t remember 
anything unless I bring it to their attention.Then they say, “Yes, 
it’s true.” 1 have to pray hard when they journey. 

We Shakers have a book called The Pilgrim s Progress by 
John Bunyon. It fully illustrates the spiritual path. The pil¬ 
grim’s name is Christian and he meets many trials, tempta¬ 
tions, provocations, challenges, and suffering along the way. 
At the journey’s beginning, his wife and children turn against 
him, but he says, “I’m leaving the city of destruction and I’m 
going to the celestial city.” 

Prayer is what helped Christian move forward. It can help 
each of us at every step of our lives kindle the fire within. 
Prayer makes the darkest cloud withdraw. Prayer climbs the 
ladder of Jacob. Prayer makes the armor bright. Christian, on 
his difficult journey, was pelted with arrows until the very 
moment he reached the gates of the celestial city. 

When I go fasting I might take a few biscuits and a cup of 
water. Or I might take a little milk now and then along with 
some honey and olive oil. I don’t use any food at all when I’m 
there. This causes me many difficulties, but the Lord brings 
me out from all of them. 

When I was eleven years old, I nearly died when a river 
almost carried me away. We had to cross a Hooded river and 
three men carried people across. They came for my mother 
and she told them to carry me over first because I was small. 

But the men said, “Madam, she is small and easy to cross 
over with, but you’re a big woman. Let’s carry you first.” She 
went with them and then two of the men came back for me. 
They held their hands like a basket and I sat in it. There was a 
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big stone in the middle of the river, and when they got to it, the 
men slipped and I fell into the water. Fortunately, one of them 
grabbed my foot and brought me back safely. 

Later in my life, my husband caused me much trouble. I 
told Jesus: “Father, you have chosen me to do your work. If 1 
am the hindrance, please remove me. If my husband is the 
hindrance, please remove him because 1 want a clean, free 
heart to do your work. There are times when I can’t pray 
with your children because of our screaming fights. Lord 
grant my request and fulfill my desire.” Soon my husband 
became sick and confessed his sins to me. I freely forgave 
him from my heart. 

It was not an easy road for me. When God took my hus¬ 
band’s life, I begged God to take away all my worldly feelings. 

I meant it from my heart. And so it is. Others told me, “Oh, 
you can marry again.” But I would say, “I have remarried to 
the gentleman right up there.” 

When things come our way, we must remember that He 
suffered enough for us. They called Him ill names. They 
slapped Him and spat in His face. He suffered for us and we 
have to bear some of it too. We must rely on Him. As the 
song says, “Jesus is my deliverer.” He unlocked the gate of 
heaven and let us in because He loved us and He wants us to 
love Him. It’s nice to be with the Lord. It’s nice to please 
Him. He never fails. 

Never. Even our friends fail and leave us. But He’s the one 
who never fails. He is with us always. His kingdom shall never 
be destroyed. He is the one who delivered Daniel from the 
lion’s den. We need only to have faith in God and the same 
can happen to us. Always believe in Him and He will deliver. 
He will make good come out of evil. He will deliver you. 
How do I know this? I know because He delivereth me. 
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I COME FROM VICTORIA VILLAGE. I grew up as an Anglican 
and I married when I was 16. One day when I was coming home 
with my friends from the Post Office, I suddenly couldn’t speak 
anymore. I tried to speak hut couldn’t. I couldn’t say anything. 

How ever, inside, I was singing, “Rock of Ages.” I started to 
go home, hut for some reason 1 went to my mother’s home and 
fainted on the bed. When I fainted, my spirit traveled to a 
mother named Mother O’Hara.Then I woke up hut fainted 
again, going again to this lady. When I finally came back, my 
mother, aunt, and sister were all weeping and said, “You’re 
going to die.” I tried to say the name of the lady I had seen in my 
dream but only a little came out. Mv mother picked up on it. I 
ran out of the house and just started running. I ran over a hill 
and down the next hill. I was going to run until I reached that 
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one place. I heard a voice in spirit say, “Go up this road/' 1 ran 
straight up that hill and saw a church. I could hear people saying, 
“Go and call Mother O’Hara, call Mother O’Hara.” She was the 
woman I saw in my dream. And then she came out of the church 
and said nothing was wrong with me though my mother was 
afraid that some evil was with me. She said nothing was wrong 
and that I was making a promise to God and receiving my call¬ 
ing. It was then when I took my first band and went into the 
secret room. 

The third chapter of Ezekiel tells us that when the spirit 
tells you to go inside your house, they will find you with binds 
(Ezekiel 3, 12-13; 24-25): 

fh en the spirit took me up, and I heard behind me a voice of a great 
rushing, saying Blessed be the glory of the Lord from his place. 


1 heard also the noise of the wings of the living creatures that touched 
one another, and the noise of the wheels over against them, and a noise 
of great rushing . . . 

Th en the spirit entered into me, and set me upon my feet, and spake 
with me, and said unto me. Go shut thyself within thine house. 


But thou, O son of man, behold , they shall put bands upon thee, and 
shall bind thee with them , and thou shalt not go out among them. 


And chapter ten of Daniel tells us how Daniel mourned for 
three weeks (DANIEL 10: 2-12): 

I ate no pleasant bread , neither came flesh nor wine in my mouth, 
neither did I anoint myself at aJJ, till three whole weeks were fulfilled. 


And in the four and twentieth day of the first month, as I was by the 


side of the great river, which is Hiddekel; 


th en I lifted up mine eyes, and looked, and behold a certain man 
clothed in linen, whose loins were girded with fine gold of Uphaz: 

H is body also was like the beryl, and his face as the appearance of 
lightning, and his eyes as lamps of fire, and his arms and his feet like 
in color to polished brass, and the voice of his words like the voice of 
a multitude. 

And 1 Daniel alone saw the vision: for the men that were with me saw 
not the vision; but a great quaking fell upon them, so that they fled to 
hide themselves. 

therefore I was left alone, and saw this great vision, and there 
remained no strength in me: for my comeliness was turned in me into 
corruption, and I retained no strength. 

Yet I heard the voice of his words: and when I heard the voice of his 
words, then was I in a deep sleep on my face, and my face toward the ground. 

And, behold, a hand touched me, which set me upon my knees and 
upon the palms of my hands. 


And he said unto me, O Daniel, a man greatly beloved, understand the 
words that I speak unto thee, and stand upright: for unto thee am I now sent. 

And when he had spoken this word unto me, I stood trembling. 

Then he said unto me. Fear not, Daniel: for from the first day that 
thou didst set thine heart to understand and to chasten thyself before 
thy God, thy words were heard, and I am come for thy words 


Other Shakers explain that 
some people never shake 
overtly; instead, the Holy Spirit 
shakes them from within. 


Taking a spiritual journey is a real mystery, something very 
difficult to explain. You must experience it firsthand to under¬ 
stand it. I remember my first journey—although I was praying 
with my eyes covered with bands, 1 saw the whole place lit up 
with light. Then my spirit began traveling to places I hadn’t 
even learned about. And in these places I spoke to people I had 
never met. I first traveled to Africa and heard the drums. 
Afterwards, I found I could beat the drums in spirit, though 
normally I couldn’t beat them. When I talk with spirit I can 
beat the drum. 

I saw from the future. I saw from the past. There are dif¬ 
ferent places your spirit can travel to. It’s like going to a spiri¬ 
tual train station. When 1 talk about strong spiritual things, I 
can feel something vibrate. It comes to me as a shivering. If 
you don’t feel this vibration, then the Holv Spirit is not with 
you. Whenever it comes into you, you’re on fire with the 
power of God. You can’t be sitting down and be cold and tell 
me that you have the Holy Spirit. When you contact Him, you 
get filled with something that makes you move. Some people 
block it off. 
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When the Spirit 
comes, ‘it is very nice 
the way It takes you 
and that Power have 
you and shake all 
your sins away! It 
feels ‘like a breeze 
passing through 
you—it makes you 
jeel very light like 
you are going to 
faint, but you don't! 

—A St. Vincent Shaker as told 
to Jeannette H. Henney, 1973 


Sometimes walking down the road, I see people who I know 
are sick. But 1 don’t go and tell them that they are sick. 1 ask 
God to release them. But if someone close to me is ill, I like 
to heal that person with prayer. At that moment, I ask them 
to believe. 

After I first saw the spiritual light, 1 began traveling with the 
spirit. Now I simply lie down and close my eyes, usually around 
midnight, and the whole place lights up. 

I smile and say, “Thank you, Jesus” and 1 visit Him. Some¬ 
times mv head vibrates really fast and my pressure rises. 

When you are a spiritual elder, that is, someone deep in the 
spiritual life, you will see the lines. They look like white tele¬ 
phone lines. They connect you to all the places where you can 
travel. Sometimes I see a line that is broken: it’s not lit up. I 
then have to go repair it to keep the connection alive. 

The spiritual light comes to you in many forms. It can be 
the white line for travelling or it can be like a circle over your 
head. This light is Jesus. He is the most sacred encounter you 
can have. 

Sometimes the lines have light bulbs on them and I ll see a 
burnt out light. I have to go to that line and change the light 
bulb. If you ever see a line of light, you must go toward it. It 
will take you somewhere. 

‘Doption is when the spirit gets into your belly. When you 
feel it making your body tight, you must stand up and stomp 
the ground. Then let it come out of your mouth. This is a very 
strong experience. In one journey 1 took, I came to a fork in 
the road. A spirit was standing at the middle of the two roads 
and I asked where ‘doption came from. He pointed to the 
ground and the earth began to shake. He stomped his feet like 
he was dancing and pointed to the earth. He showed me how 
the stomping of the feet and the shaking of the earth sent a 
pumping spiritual energv into the bellv. That energy is then 
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pumped up the body, with percussive sounds coming from the 
mouth. It was so powerful that I went into a top ‘doption right 
there in the journey. When I woke up and came back to myself, 
my mother was over me. She said, “You were doing a ‘doption. 
What happened?”When I told her that I had asked where ‘dop¬ 
tion came from, she said, “Don’t ever ask that again.” I’ve never 
asked again. I just accept it. 

Sometimes people tell me that I give them an electrical 
shock when I touch them.This happens when I feel the presence 
of Jesus. It is not unusual lor these things to happen when you 
touch people by faith. If you believe in His miracles and vou call 
Him for somebody, He may enter you. When this takes place, 
you must touch the sick person.This is one of the ways I heal. 

When I pray, I have to focus on Jesus; I cannot pray without 
focusing on Him. When I focus on Him I start to pray. I have 
had many dreams about Him. His presence is that of a good 
friend. When He comes to me, His love pours in me. When I 
awake with this joy, I say “Oh, God, thank vou. Jesus, I am in 
love with vou." 

Sometimes I send my children into mourning with a black 
band. Years ago while I was spiritually traveling, I came to a 
green pasture. In the middle of it w as a little hut with dirt 
around it. I went into the hut and a voice told me that the color 
black is not about death. It’s about spiritual power.This voice 
also said that the color red is about love. When you rule in red 
or have contact with red, you are complete in the sacred blood. 

When my children are laid into mourning, I often read 
them some special w^ords from the Bible, like the verses from 
the book of John (JOHN 5, 24—28): 


Veriiy, verify, I say unto you. He that heareth my word, and believeth 
on him that sent me hath everlasting life , and shall not come into con¬ 
demnation; but is passed from death unto life. 
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VeriJy, verily, I say unto you. The hour is coming, and now is, when the 
dead shall hear the voice of the Son of God: and they that hear shall live. 

For as the Father hath given life in himself; so hath he given to the 
Son to have life in himself; 

And hath given him authority to execute judgement also, because he is 
the Son of man. 

m arveJ not at this: for the hour is coming, in the which all that are in 
the graves shall hear his voice. 



With these Scriptures they are sent on their spiritual jour¬ 
ney. To sign the bands, I have to use prayer and call upon the 
saints. You have to know what prayers and hands to use before 
signing. You must meditate and ask God for guidance before 
you do it. One seal may send the pilgrim child to China. 
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Another seal may send the child to Africa or India or to a cer¬ 
tain prophet or to Nazareth. 

Each with its own design and purpose sends the person to a 
particular place. If I send a child to a certain place in Africa 
and they don’t find the appropriate lesson, they have to go 
back. It’s more difficult the second time around. You must 
come back with the knowledge you were sent to find. 

When I was 16, I went in the secret room and went to 
Africa.That was my very first mourning. It was crazy in Africa. I 
saw the African king and queen. When I came back, I was totally 
crazy in the spirit.They used to call me crazy. I kept visiting for¬ 
eign places in Africa and in India. In India I received a ring, when 
I became a spiritual mother. While I w as w alking with them in 
spirit, they put this ring on my finger and asked me to never 
take it off. I also have different beads from Africa. You often get 
gifts like that. 

1 never worry about protection because I have the only real 
protection.The only protection you need is Jesus. If vou don’t 
have Him, then you will need all the protection in the world. If 
you don’t have Him, you’re like a bird flying in die sky that anv- 
one can shoot down. But if you have Him, there is no reason to 
worry. He will never lead you and then fail you. This is not the 
God we are talking about. Other gods might lead you into a trap 
and leave you there, but not this God. He will always be there for 
you—in sickness and in health. 

If you walk with Jesus, people will say bad things about you. 
In spite of his miracles, the Pharisees never stopped criticizing 
Jesus.They said he ate with sinners and that he used the Devil’s 
power to cast out evil spirits. Things will come at you if you 
walk this journey.You have to know that this will happen. Let it 
come as a joy. Laugh it away; don’t let it bother you. 
All you need are your candles, your Bible, and your prayers. 
They will set you free. 
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Interview with Marian Jenson 


MOTHER 




I AM A POINTER who points pilgrims to the place of mourn¬ 
ing. When people have a dream or desire to mourn under my 
hand, we sign and hand their heads. Before we band them, we 
wash them—their hands, their feet, and everything. As the song 
says, “Wash me, but not my feet alone. Mv hands, my head, my 
heart.” So while singing this song, we’ll wash their feet.Then we 
sing, “My hands and my head and my heart,” while we take the 
water and wash the heart. After we finish washing, we anoint 
their face, hands, and feet with olive oil before banding them. 
Then we put the bands around their head. After we finish wrap¬ 
ping the bands, we whisper something secret into their ears. We 
call those words “the kev.” No one hears what we say. It’s like a 
secret password. We ask them not to tell anyone.They then use 
this password while praving. If they sincerely pray with this key, 
they will travel out into the spirit world. When they come back, 
they tell me, the pointer, what they experienced.Their vision 
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A Shaker meeting often 
involves much shouting, 
singing, jumping, and dancing 
as they “work the spirit" 
Sometimes they "ride Zion’s 
donkey" by forming a line 
that dances around the 
room often leaning forward, 
jumping, and making 
ecstatic sounds. 


tells me which spiritual ground they are standing on and how far 
they are on their journey. 

1 have put through about 40 people into mourning. To be 
a pointer, you have to keep praying. If you want to be a real 
pointer who points souls, you also have to be clean. That is 
why I live a clean life. I even fast with the pilgrims and sleep 
with them, which sends me a little farther along my spiri¬ 
tual journey. 

When a pilgrim tells me their vision, we say that they are 
bringing us a lesson. If they bring a lesson not directly con¬ 
nected to spiritual wisdom, 1 will tell them, “No, don’t tell me 
that.” Some will sit down and cry. Because I keep close with 
God, I know when a pilgrim has been given a true lesson. 

I have personally mourned ten times. I fasted fourteen days 
the first time I mourned. After that, my mournings usually 
lasted seven davs. After the mournings, I share my experiences 
with the congregation. Everyone who comes out of mourning 
gives a testimony' and tells others what they have seen. This is 
when we “shout” what we have learned. 

In one mourning, I traveled to a river and took a bath in it. 
After I bathed, a gentleman came and took me to a pool.There 
he asked me if I knew the meaning of the place. I said I didn’t. 
He said, “Have you ever heard about being washed in the River 
of Jordan, then rinsed in the pool of Shiloh, and rested on the 
mighty wall in Zion?”Then he went on to explain. When I told 
this vision to the congregation, the church caught on fire. 

In another mourning, 1 climbed up a hill, but I slipped back¬ 
wards because the hill was so steep. I eventually had to get on 
my hands and knees and crawl to the top of the hill. At the top, 
I saw a big farm and stood up. Standing and viewing over the 
hill, I saw a city. As I looked at the beautiful city, a voice said, 
“This is Mount Zion .’’Then an angelic voice sang a song. After I 
came back from the vision, I said, “I was standing and heard the 
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sound but did not see anyone.” 

In a recent mourning, I traveled to a place and I met a lady 
there. At first, 1 did not see her directly, but I heard a voice say, 
“Mother P! Where are you going?” I looked and saw that it was 
Mother Thomas. 1 said to her, “I am going to Jerusalem to spend 
three daysThat’s how I knew' I would spend three days in that 
mourning. 

Once I had a vision and, in it, 1 saw my son leading the con¬ 
gregation. He stood up in a meeting and said, “I would like 
Mother Pompey to read the Psalms. I started saying these 
verses out loud in that vision (PSALM 70): 

lTIaJ<:e haste, O God, to deliver me; make haste to help me, O Lord. 

Let them be ashamed and confounded that seek after my soul; let 
them be turned backward, and put to confusion, that desire my hurt. 

Let them be turned back for a reward of their shame that say. Aha, aha. 

Let all those who seek thee rejoice and be glad in thee: and let such as 
love thy salvation say continually. Let God be magnified. 

But I am poor and needy: make haste unto me, O God: thou art my 
help and my deliverer; O Lord, make no tarrying. 

Ever since that journey, 1 say this Psalm after my morning 
prayers. I love the Psalms. There are forces that trv to block 
the spiritual way, but we put our confidence in Christ. As the 
song says, “Let my life be a light to some soul. Let my life be 
a light shining on through the night.” 
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ITOOK UPTHIS WORK about 33 years ago and I am still 
going. I remember going to a service with my grandfather when I 
was about 12 years old.There was no electricity during that time 
so when you went on a spiritual journey, you had to climb all 
the way up the mountain carrying kerosene, cloth, and matches. 
That was the light and lantern to guide our spiritual work. 

Today many of us are seen as dung. We are poor and naked 
in the world’s eyes. But if we seek Jesus, God brings us spiritual 
abundance. He loves all of us. God doesn’t want your flesh or 
your clothes or any material things you own. He needs your 
soul. He has a kingdom waiting for it. 

Oh yes! Oh yes! The Holy Spirit is in me now. With my spir¬ 
itual eyes, 1 see a gentleman passing through this land. He 
treads like you. He lays hands on people’s heads. Jesus wants 




ST. VINCENT 


84 























































mO+HER^K.Hl_PH 


85 


that soul of yours. Wc are black people. Some people still call 
us niggers. Jesus brought you here to join the black people. He 
wants you to be a sunbeam. 

In the third chapter of Acts, we are told about a lame man 

(ACTS 3, 2-8): 


And a certain man lame from his mother’s womb was carried , whom 
they laid daily at the gate of the temple which is called Beautiful, to ask 
alms of them that entered into the temple; 


Who seeing Peter and John about to go into the temple asked an alms. 

find Peter , fastening his eyes upon him with John , said. Look on us. 

find he gave heed unto them , expecting to receive something of them. 

f hen Peter said , Silver and gold have I none; but such as I have give I 
thee: In the name of Jesus Christ of Nazareth rise up and walk. 

And he took him by the right hand , and lifted him up: and 
immediately his feet and ankle bones received strength. 


And he leaping up stood , and walked , and entered with the 
into the temple , walking and leaping , and praising God. 


Even today it is nice to seek Jesus and walk in the spirit. I 
have baptized and mourned many people. There are many spir¬ 
itual children who I have helped lift up and become happy with 
the Lord.Years ago, when 1 became quite sick, I went to a spir¬ 
itual lady. I said, “Mother, I am sick. I can’t do anything for my 
children and I can’t eat. I’m sick, Mother.” She replied with 
authority, “You’re not sick. You’re disobedient. God put this 
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sickness in you because you aren’t following him.” I decided at 
that moment to put on the bands and go into mourning. 

The first time I mourned 1 received the gift of healing. At 
that throne of grace, I traveled up a mountain to get a remedy. 

1 was told what kind of medicine to give and how to use it. The 
spirit, however, told me not to tell my pointing mother all the 
details about these medicines. When 1 told her this, she said 
when I got home I must heal everyone who comes to my door. 
Now when sick people come to me, I don’t have to heal them 
because my belief in God is so strong that they get healed 
automatically. 

‘Doption brings a hard tightness in your belly. When you 
feel it, don’t get scared. Don’t hold your belly and sit down. 
Stand up and let your feet stomp the ground. You must walk it 
out, stomp it out in a dance for the Lord. When you move, it 
comes up and out through your mouth. You’ll make the sounds 
of spirit. This makes you spiritually strong. 

When vou have a high passion in the spiritual world, you will 
see the lines. These lines are like telephone lines. Sometimes you 
are given a spiritual phone that enables you to use the lines. If 
vou have a phone, and you get a spiritual number, you can dial it 
and go to another world.You can even dial God. 

However, these things aren’t seen bv everyone. Only those 
who are high in their spiritual practice and praying experience 
it. When you see the lines, pray for a phone, then wait for your 
number. You will be able to go anywhere and be able to send 
other pilgrims on a journey. 
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I ONCE DREAMT that I went to a river and got baptized. 
Immediately I went to the room and mourned. Right away, 
the spirit came into my body. When you are lying on the 
ground of mourning, it is very hard. In my first mourning, I 
traveled until 1 reached a place with the light. When I reached 
the light, I was able to see a little house and a gentleman who 
greeted me. He sent me into a garden to pick some flowers. I 
then went straight up a narrow road toward a hill. As I was 
going up the hill, I met some people. 

One of them was an old man with a long beard who was in 
the bush. He was cooking and gave me some food. He said his 
name was Joseph. That’s what a spiritual journey is like. 

I glorify the name of the Lord and give Him praise because He 
touched me. He still touches me todav. When He touches me, I 
get the Holy Spirit. I praise my God. His mercy is ever faithful. 
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WHEN YOU GO ON A SPIRITUAL JOURNEY, you arc often 
given a job that you must perform. For example, you might be 
appointed as a “spiritual watchman,” which requires you to go 
to a different church and evaluate their spiritual work, check¬ 
ing to see whether there is a spiritual war going on. 

Or you might become a “prover ”The prover holds another 
person’s hands and shakes them, which enables the prover to 
learn things about that person.Thev know what you did todav 
and what you did ten years go. Other jobs include “inspectors,” 
“divers,”“hunters,” and “pointers.”There are many spiritual jobs. 

Some people are given the gift of healing and they may heal 
in different ways. They may use their hands, special oils, or 
incense. Every sickness requires its own type of medicine, so 
you must find the healer with the correct medicine for your 
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condition. Healers go to a special spiritual school where they 
learn how to doctor others. 

The spiritual world may also gift you with a special color. 
These colors represent different places in the world. For exam¬ 
ple, green represents Africa while yellow represents China. 
Sometimes you get a mix of colors. If you’re sent to Africa, you 
learn to dance and drum. In China, you learn to fight with a 
spiritual sword. If you’re taught to be a spiritual warrior, your 
spirit will be wild. Your job, then, is to clear the field of any dis¬ 
turbances. 

After you finish a spiritual journey and receive a particular 
job or responsibility, you get paid by receiving a special colored 
cloth. It’s a gift. Sometimes your spiritual parent or pointer 
will see this cloth without you telling them. They might even 
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see it before you mourn.They then dress you in this robe when 
you leave the mourning room, before you go and face the 
congregation. 

In some ol these journeys you learn your number or you 
might get your own saint, who will always be with you. 

When you go on a journey you must see a light that 
enables you to walk in darkness. Even if you mourn a hun¬ 
dred times, one day you must see that light. Christ comes in 
the form of a light to guide us. 

In one journey I went to a garden and looking down on 
the ground, I saw a clear stream. A voice told me that mv life 
should be like that clear [lowing water. I then watched mv 
belly grow very large as I was looking at it.That’s how I knew 
I was pregnant. 
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On another journey, I found myself walking down an ocean 
beach. I saw' a man with hair from his eyebrows covering his 
whole face. I was scared and ran away. The pointer told me to 
go back and find that man. I went back and received a musical 
instrument, a horn that was buried under the sand. The man 
w ith the hair over his face taught me how* to play it. 

For every good thing that comes to you and for every 
spiritual gift, there is a dark side. You must be careful. That’s 
why you have to focus on the light of Jesus. Stay on the 
straight and narrow. 

On a journey, I once saw' a large moving circle w ith peo¬ 
ple on it. I was told that it was the wheel of time, on which 
people live forever. The voice told me to go back because it 
wasn’t yet my time to be there on the w heel of time. 

When you are in service and the spirit comes to you, you 
can stand up and get on the spiritual ship. Others may get on 
w ith you and together, you sail aw ay on a journey. Sometimes 
a person may fall off the boat and then you have to go back 
and pick them up. A captain is someone who brings forth the 
ship, gets people on board, and navigates toward a spiritual 
destination. 

In the most powerful journey I remember, I saw a deep 
ditch. I am afraid of heights so I cried for help. When I 
looked down, all I saw was an eye and it made me feel as if a 
sword went through me. That was one of the most dramatic 
experiences I ever had. I was so scared, 1 couldn’t do any¬ 
thing. My spiritual mother came to me and talked about that 
spiritual eye. Her teaching drove away my fear. 

Another time, I saw' the heavens open up and reveal a 
large cauliflower in a circle, high in the sky. There was also a 
man clothed in white w ith a band of angels who sang about 
his coming. That w as one of the most thrilling experiences of 
my life. It was a cauliflower skv. 
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At the beginning, mourning is 
rough and stormy and 
some mortals faint by the way. 

—A St. Vincent Shaker as told to Jeanette H. Henney. 1973 


When you go into the mourning room, you must constantly 
pray and fast. At the beginning of the mourning, the pointer 
whispers a password into your car, different from the words 
written on the bands. The password given to you is a simple, 
profound truth. When you mourn, there are those who sleep 
with vou.They come and check on you and give vou words of 
encouragement. This is a time when you need a lot of spiritual 
nourishment, that is, words of spiritual truth. 
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In mourning, you travel bv prayer. The more you pray, the 
faster you leave the inner room. The less you pray, the longer 
you stay. You must pray with pure feeling in a way that surpasses 
words. This is when you use the special words that the pointer 
gave you to feed upon. 

In the beginning of a spiritual journey we see white lines, 
like spiritual telephone lines. They go in all directions. I walk 
and run along them. Sometimes I even swing along them. 
That’s how I travel. 

When you’re in mourning you must rap. Rapping means 
praying with the words the pointer gave you. You constantly use 
them. You lie down and rap. You jump up and rap. You get on 
your knees and rap. When you’re tired, you lie on your side, or 
on your back, but you must be in constant prayer. By rap¬ 
ping—using the secret words—you travel faster. 

Sometimes you have a special dream that tells you it’s time 
to mourn. Once 1 dreamed that I was on my way to the police. 
When I got the police station, they were selling handbags. 1 
examined the bags and I liked them, but the price was too high. 

Two girls came up to me and asked, “Ms. Havnes, are you 
buying a bag?” I said, “I really like them, but 1 can’t buy them.” I 
looked up and saw a man coming toward me. He started talk¬ 
ing to me and then picked up a stone and tried to hit me. 

I ran away. As I was running, I saw some children and I 
shouted, “Children, come with me!”We were all running when 
a voice said, “Go buy some milk.” Before long, I faced two 
roads. One allowed me to keep running and the other had a 
gate. I went inside the gate and found a chair to sit on and rest. 
When I sat down, I said, “Mother Samuel, please help me.” I 
kept calling Mother Samuel to come and help me. That’s how I 
knew that Mother Samuel was the person I had to go mourn 
with. She was my pointer. 

On that journey, I traveled to a mountain with a beautiful 
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waterfall. I drank from a stream and bathed in its water. On 
one side of the stream was a gentleman dressed in white hold¬ 
ing a rod in his hand.That was the pointer. He gave me a purple 
robe. Now I wear that robe and I am a pointer. 

I took another spiritual journey and saw another beautiful 
stream. It wasn’t deep but had smooth running water. It had 
some boulders in it and the water was beautiful. And lo and 
behold, as I was staring at the stream, a hand of a man came up 
out of the water. I got so frightened I nearly toppled over. 
Then I saw the writing on the wall. These are the sort of things 
you experience. 

When you go into the inner room, it doesn’t matter if you 
cannot read or write, because the Holy Spirit will teach vou and 
put the words into your mouth.Then you can tell others about 
your “tracks,” that is your story about traveling in the spirit. 


We need to learn from the lessons of Jesus. For example, 
Jesus told Nicodemus, who was a very rich man, to sell every- 



to receive Jesus. Nicodemus never returned to Jesus because it 
was too hard for him to give up his material things. 

Then there was the story of Lot and the cities of Sodom and 
Gomorrah. God decided to destroy these cities because its peo¬ 
ple were very bad, but He sent a messenger to Lot and his wife, 
telling them to leave the city to save themselves. God warned 
that they should not look back at the city as they were leaving. 






SKi^ M 

Hb 



_ n 

t r rff 

i • 

; 

ft 









^ —-—! HHT . '^Ja/ 



BP? # * 

I* 4 ^ ’ 5r 1 j rdf k£» m H 




floPm 

| ^ -/'?• 

4i 



f irf i 1 n 


^ Mil rmmuM'i^' lsi 














mot H ER^H AYn ES 


99 


Lot’s wife wanted to look back and see all the beautiful things 
they were leaving behind. When she turned and looked back, 
she was changed into a pillar of salt. Do not look back upon the 
things ot the world. Look forward with faith and the Lord’s 
spiritual gifts will bless you. 

Myself, I was taught to heal. Sometimes a person’s sickness 
is revealed to you and the medicine that can heal it is shown to 
you. In one of my visions, I went to a hospital with many bot¬ 
tles on a shell. 1 remember taking a bottle of peppermint oil. 
When I returned from the journey, I gave the medicine to 
many people and it cured them. 

On another journey, the spirit gave me an injection with a 
syringe. It was a spiritual syringe that helps others. As you grow 
in the spirit, more and more challenges come to you in your 
journeys. You may climb mountains, crawl down ditches, or pass 
through underground tunnels. Once I even flew through the air. 

If you go to Africa, there is a real music school where the 
drums beat. They teach you to harmonize, plav the drums, and 
dance. You should be able to beat the drums and dance when 
you return from Africa. From each city you visit on a spiritual 
journey, you must bring back its sound. Africa has a sound. 
China has its sound. Every place has its own sound.These are 
some of the things you learn in the world of spirit. 

Today I am a prophet who rings the bell through the streets 
of St.Vincent. Through and through each town, at every cross¬ 
road, I ring the bell and preach the Gospel. I beg people to hold 
out and be serious about Jesus. He has a crown of blessings 
waiting for you. Live for God. u God so loved the world that he 
gave us his only begotten son and whosoever believeth in him 
shall not perish, but have everlasting life.” As David, the 
Psalmist, said, “Out of the depths have I cried unto the Lord. In 
my distress I cried unto the Lord and the Lord heard me and 
He delivered me out of all my many travails.” 
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Once I was driving a vanjilled with Shakers. We were on our way to a 
special meeting when I saw a car stopped on the road ahead of us. I 
stopped the van but saw that a truck was coming full-speed behind 
me. He had not noticed that we were stopped. I told everyone to brace 
themselves because we were going to be hit. That truck slammed into 
us , smashing the van , but miraculously no one was injured. The bell we 
had brought with us dropped to the floor of the van and when someone 
picked it up they shouted , 4 Ouch , the bell is hot. 1 1 reached back and felt 
it. Sure enough , it was too hot to hold. Somehow the bell had absorbed 
much of the impact from the truck that smashed into the van. We were 

saved by that sacred belly the bell we ring when we praise God. 

—Pointer Johnnie Jones 


ST. VINCENT 


102 


BISHOP 




When It comes, It really shakes you so you pay 
no attention to anything but the Spirit. 

When It leaves you, you Jeel relaxed and strong. 

—A St. Vincent Shaker as told to Jeanette H. Henney, 1973 

Being a Spiritual Baptist, or what people used to call a Shaker, 
has a simple meaning- it means natural communication and 
prayer with God. It’s a natural communication with the Holy 
Spirit. It’s like having a telephone that direct-dials to your God. 
In this way you get your answer. It’s also like turning on the 
electricity, bringing forth a current in the line. The power of 
God is an electric force that comes into your body. It is the 
power of the Holy Spirit. When that power takes you, you can- 
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not resist it. It’s like lightning from the east to the west. 

I remember the first spiritual journey I had with Pointer 
Brown, when I went to him to mourn for the first time. In that 
mourning, a small bird with a long beak flew around my head. I 
also went to a gentleman whose wife spoke these words: “Mv 
husband went to the mountain and he won’t come back until 
night. He said he saw a man who came last night, spiritually, 
dressed in linen white that was the cleanest and the prettiest 
garment he’s ever seen. He’s gone back to the mountain to see 
who that man is.” 

When the Holy Spirit touches me, I vibrate from my head 
right down through my body. I feel jolts of electricity, and 
when I preach, I feel I can throw this power to the people. 
During the days of slavery, the only thing the people could do 
was pray for relief. What they received was direct communica¬ 
tion with God. 


I 
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POINTER 




IN THE WORLD OFTHE SPIRIT, there are lines and ropes. 
The lines usually go horizontally like power lines. They carry 
the spiritual electricity and you can use them to make a phone 
call to God.They can look like lines of light.There are also 
ropes of light hanging from the sky. If you go near one of them 
they can take you anywhere. These are powerful things to see. 
Only those on a high spiritual path see these ropes. When you 
see one, concentrate on it and go toward it. Reach for it and 
don’t let go. It will take you somewhere. 

‘Doption is another special gift from God. When the spirit 
adopts you, you must move and let it come out. It will bring up 
a special sound that sometimes sounds like a drum. If you are 
deep in ‘doption, it can give you a vision and even take you on a 
spiritual journey. ‘Doption is communication from the Holy 
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Spirit. When it pulls on you, it can give a spiritual sight. When 
it’s on you, you can prophesize, see into others, and even heal 
them. God is great. He gives us these gifts.The greatest gift He 
gives us is the sweet love of Jesus. I love Jesus. He makes me 
sing all day. I start singing and keep singing until I fall asleep. 
His joy makes me sing. I have to sing. There is no other way. 

People see the light in different ways. Sometimes they see 
the lines and the ropes. If they go near it, they will be taken on 
a journey.They can see a lighthouse or a bright sun. Jesus is the 
light of the world. He shows himself in the Light. 

When I travel in the spirit world I see the lines of light. I go 
near them and they take me on a journey. Also, there are many 
schools in the spirit world. They have taught me many things. I 
am a grateful student. 

I remember that in my first mourning, I had a vision of 
gaslights. Then a man came to me and said, “You are a wonder¬ 
ful man.” He then put those lights on my head. It was wonder¬ 
ful. 1 love Jesus. I am holding on. 

When we humble ourselves as a child to God, we can go all 
the way and be touched by Jesus. Once 1 received a special 
blessing in which a cloud poured rain on me. It rained only on 
me.That was a gift. 

Sometimes when I lie down in bed, I feel my head vibrate. It 
makes me want to sing and makes my body shiver. Sometimes 
when the Spirit walks inside me, I feel like a cloud. I’m so 
happy that sometimes I want to fly away. I want to fly. The 
Spirit is so sweet that It lifts me up off the ground. 
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When I went into myjirst mourning , it was with Pointer Warren. 

I went on a journey where I met a woman who came up to me and 
asked what I wanted to tell her. I said to her , 7 will mourn once a 
year. 1 1 didn't know that I had made an extremely serious pledge until 
Pointer Warren came walking into the room shouting , ‘Someone just 
made a pledge. Who was it? 9 Everyone was quiet and he asked again , 
7 know someone made a pledge. Please tell me who you are' I raised 
my hand and shared what happened on my spiritual journey.Thats 

how connected Pointer Warren is to the spiritual world. 

—A spiritual son of Pointer Warren 
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A group of people from Trinidad came to visit Pointer Warren several 
years ago. They talked with him and prayed with him. Suddenly , in 
the middle of their meeting , he looked up and pointed to one of the 
women and said, 'When you get back home, get rid of the gold 
bracelet you are wearing. It belongs to the wife of the man who gave 
it to you.' She did not realize that the man who gave it to her, someone 
she had been dating for a while, was already married. She confronted 
him and discovered that he had not been truthful to her. Without 

hesitation, she got rid of that gold bracelet. 

—A spiritual son of Pointer Warren 
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Shaker Funeral 


From a book of poems. 
L'Oubh. by E. McG. Keane 
(also known as Shake Keane), 
published in 1950 and 
reproduced with permission 
from Edgar Adams. 


S ORROW sin- 

bound, pelting din 
big chorusclash 
o the mourners; 
eyes red 

with a shout for the dead , 
yelling crash¬ 
ing sadness in 
the dusty tread 
o' the mourners. 


Sweet Mother gone 

to the by and by, 

follow her to the brink o’ Zion. 


Wave wave 

as they roared to grave 
a drench song — 
souJthunder — 
was aymens through 
the wind y shrieks flew , 
and eyes were strong; 
for ’twas madness gave 
them dirge, that grew 
made thunder. 


Drums, flags, 
pious rags o’ 
robes stenching 
sweat; 

mitre o’ tattered 
straw, bamboo crozier 
wagged by wind’s clenching — 
deathwind that bragged 
sorrow, smattered 
o’ sweat. 



Saints in blue 
bathrobes flew 
about the ranks 
o’ the sinners, 
and froth-lipped virgins 
with powdered skins 
and frocks that stank 
with the slime and the stew 
from the purged away sins 
o the sinners; 

And heads were white 

in starched cloth . . . Bright 

was the blood from the eyes 

o’ the candles; 

and the “horn of the Ram 

of the great I Am” 

spoke hoarse in cries . . . 

and crowned with the light 

o the Judah Lamb 

were the candles. 

Lord delivered Daniel 
from shame’s mouth, 

(o strong , o strong roll Jordan.) 

Lord deliver to our Mother 

gone to the Glory Home , 

gone to the Glory Home, gone to Zion. 

All God s brothers 
were loud , and the ten 
holy lampers were 
reeking in smoke; 
and the “valley of sod- 
and-shadow, ” Staff-Rod , 
was blenched as the canker¬ 
ing sweat o ’ men 
and the reeking o God 
in the smoke. 


His willing he. 

Mother gone, 

Jordan deep, 

but her soul is strong. 

Follow her to the brin k o Zion. 

And now the grave 
was washed in a wave 
o’ wails and a 
city o’ stars 

that dribbled and burned 

in the tears that turned 

hot sins, on the smoke-white pillars 

But their sorrow was yells , 

and their faith was brave 

as the blood-blemished Jambs 

piled big on the grave 

their city o’ wax and stars. 

Sweet Mother gone. 

King o Mansions-over-/ordan. 

O’ strong... 

Leave her safe on the brink o’ Zion 

Shake Keane 
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ARCHBISHOP 




IN 1955 I BECAME A SPIRITUAL BAPTIST and moved up to 
the next stage. Todav I am the Archbishop, the only Archbishop 
in St. Vincent and the Grenadines. From a shepherd to a teacher, 
from a teacher to a pastor, from a pastor to a bishop, I have now 
become an Archbishop. We call the room where you receive 
visions a mourning room, or the sacred room. I prefer to use 
the term sacred room. Everything done in that room is done in 
secret. When you pray earnestly in secret, the Father rewards 
you openly. You go to the spiritual room to pray. When you pray 
to Him sincerely, He w ill reveal things to you, sometimes things 
that will really surprise you. I receive a gift every time I go to 
the spiritual room. Every time I go, I get lilted higher into the 
spirit. When you get the call from the spirit to go into the room, 
vou must. I always go when I get a call to go back. I’ve gone 
there many times. I used to go every year. 
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One time I received a tremendous gift. On my journey, I 
saw a bishop in a vision.Then a gentleman came and placed me 
in the bishop’s seat. After that vision, the archbishop departed 
this life and I was elected to follow him. That’s how 1 became 
the Archbishop. 

Back in 1954, some elders came and told me that many 
people had shed tears for me. That night, I spoke to my Father 
and asked him to call me. When I didn’t hear His voice I asked 
Him to send me a guide. He sent me to a man whom 1 didn’t 
know, in a village unknown to me. In the spirit I saw the man 
and saw his place. After the dream, I left to go find the man. 
Along the way, in Kingstown, I met a friend. She asked where I 
was going and I told her that I was going to a place called Coal 
Sill. She said she was also going to Coal Sill to visit a man 
named Brother D. He was the man in my dreams, so I allowed 
my friend to guide me to him. 1 was appointed that Sunday 
night. At that time I came to be a shepherd. 

When you see someone in a vision, ask that person many 
questions. Ask them who they are. When I asked the name of 
the gentleman in my vision I got the answer. When I asked 
where Coal Sill was, they showed me. I asked where the church 
was, and it was shown to me. On my first pilgrim journey, 1 
heard people say that when your sins roll away they go right 
into the sea. In my journey, 1 found myself on a mountain pick¬ 
ing mangoes. The mangoes were all ripe and they got away 
from me. I went to find them, but found myself on a truck 
where I heard this song: “I am delivered, praise the Lord .’’That 
was when I found out about my sins. 

For some people, their sin is a big stone to roll away. When I 
imagined mine, it was four ripe mangoes. 1 also learned that 
when your sins are gone, you are not to go looking for them. 
Because, your sins have been rolled away. 

When you go on a spiritual journey, you may go to a school, 
a church, or a hospital where you might get an operation. You 
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might also learn that everyone has a number. The Father above 
also has His numbers. When you’re given your number, use it 
to talk to Him.The numbers are very important. Your number 
is your own and my number is mine. 

His number is a number that we can call any time. This is 
very important. Sometimes pilgrims get their number when 
they go into the sacred room. People may get a number in their 
dreams. Sometimes people sitting in church hear a telephone 
ringing. When they say, “Hello,” they may get a number. 

Sometimes a pilgrim will see white lines on a spiritual jour¬ 
ney. These can be both spiritual phone lines and power lines. 
They carry the electricity of God to you and they can be used 
to send messages to God like a telephone. When you get your 
number, you can send a direct message to God when you pray. 
But don t lorget to use that number in your prayers. No one 
can give you a number except God. 

‘Doption is when the spirit grabs hold of you. It comes on 
your stomach and makes it feel very tight. When this happens 
you should stand up, move your arms and feet, and allow a song 
to come out of you. You must work off the spirit in this way. 

Each time you go back to mourning, you go deeper into a 
spiritual life. Whatever you missed before, you can get it at the 
following time. The first time is the most difficult. After that 
you know what to expect. As I became older, I looked forward 
to these journeys. For me they are “spiritual vacations.”They fill 
me w ith new’ wisdom, hope, and vitality. 

Our spiritual practice came to St. Vincent from Africa. It 
somehow mixed with the early Methodist Church. It’s a mys¬ 
tery how it came here and how it spread to the people. But this 
I know’ is true: It is the greatest gift I have ever received and the 
greatest gift I can ever give to others. 

To receive the gifts of the Holy Spirit, you must set vour 
heart on things above, not on the things of the world. As David 
said, “In thee, O Lord, do I put my trust. Let me never be con- 
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founded.” It doesn’t matter what kind of person you are. Christ 
accepts all sinners. I have been surprised time and time again at 
some of the visions people have received, especially from people 
who were thieves and criminals before thev went to Christ. He 

j 

can wash and sanctify you. There is not only a change of garment 
but a true spiritual change. I can tell that vou have become a child 
of God by how you talk, how you walk, and even by how you 
smell. A servant of God is seasoned in a special way. 

All of my children have been baptized and mourned. It 
started with my son when he was eleven years old. That’s 
when he wanted to mourn. I remember taking his hand and 
singing, “Father Lead Me Divinely.” I led him to the cross. 
Many are called but few are chosen. Today he helps me lead 
the congregation. 

I tell people that there are only two books I read to pilgrims 
when they take a spiritual journey— the Bible and The Pilgrim's 
Progress. Our journey during mourning is like Christian’s jour¬ 
ney in The Pilgrim's Progress. We experience many trials and 
tribulations, but we must have faith and move toward the shin¬ 
ing light. I have heard many pilgrims during their mourning tell 
me that they saw the light. 

I know that the deeper you go on this journey, the more the 
light comes to you. I tell them to keep their eyes on the light. 
When you take your eyes off of it, you will be like Apostle 
Peter when he stopped looking at Jesus while walking on the 
sea. Peter wanted to walk on water with him, so Jesus said, 
“Keep your eyes on me.” Peter then walked on the sea. When 
he looked away, he began to sink and said, “Oh, Master.” And 
Jesus told him, “Keep your eyes on me. Do not look down. 
Looking forward is life eternal. Looking backward is death.” 
You can’t look for the things you left behind.There is some¬ 
thing good before you. There lie the gifts of spirit. I pray that all 
of my spiritual children will keep looking forward. I ask this in 
the precious name of Jesus. Thank you, Jesus. Amen. 


SPIRITUAL JOURNEYS TO THE 

MYSTERY SCHOOLS 



SOMETIMES A PILGRIM’S DREAM takes them to a mystery 
school to learn esoteric knowledge. In your dream you mav be 
taken to Africa, Egypt, India, China, or other worlds. Here are a 
few anonymous examples of these mystical adventures. 

7 GO TO AN OLD BOOKSHOPfilled with rare books. There is an old 

gentleman with white hair sitting outside the shop. He greets me and says , ‘So 

you are the one we've been hearing about. Tm happy to meet you. Please go into 

the shop and make yourself confortable.’ I go in and see many rows of ancient 

books. An old woman comes to the counter and asks me whether I need some help. 


I askfor the book. She goes to look for it.” 
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“A WO MAN TAKES ME TO A ROOM and places me in a chair. Then she stands in 
front of me. I see that she is wearing a beautiful dress. The dress suddenly changes 
color and then it changes color again and again. I see many different colors and 
designs. She begins to levitate off thejloor almost all the way to the ceiling. Her 
dress changes to bright lights. It is the most beautiful thing I have ever seem 
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“I AM IN A TALL BUILDING and I hear a warning siren. I realize 
that the building is on fire. I go to the window and open it. I am 
high in the building overlooking the back of the property. No one is 
here because all the firemen are in the front of the building. I realize 
I am trapped and that I must get out. But I am up too high to jump. 

I then notice some telephone or electrical lines behind the building 
and realize I can jump onto them, grab the line, and pull myself to 
the pole. Then I wonder whether it is an electrical line (which would 
electrocute me) or whether it is a telephone line. I notice that the 
lines are black like in the real world, not white lines. I know I have 
no choice but to jump and grab hold of the line. Otherwise I will 
die. I jump andfind myself hearing the drumming of Africa and see¬ 
ing its dancers. I make sounds with the drums. I then pound the mat¬ 
tress while watching a graceful African dance with heads and bodies 
gently bobbing up and down, with their right hand and arm bent at 
an angle at their side.” 
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“I AM IN A HOUSE SITTING at the kitchen table. I look at the 
hack door. Before my eyes I see a round loaf of bread float through 
the slot in the door and land in front oj me on the table. I look at 
the kitchen wall and see a skull with eyes of fire. I return to myself. 

I pray again and have another journey. I see a face painted 
white with a wide silver arrow on theforehead aimed at the third 


eye. There are other symbols or ancient writing scattered over the 
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face. Hisface goes back and forth between being a skull and having 
fesh. I ask him who he is and he replies , 7 am Zacharias , one of 
God's prophets. There is a line of prophets and you are one of them! 

I returned to myself still hungry for new teachings so I stretch 
myself out and reach for Jesus and feel his garment in my right 
hand. I beg for more teaching and have a journey. 

/ am back at the same kitchen table. Now a jar of honey 
foats onto the table and sits in front of me. It makes me feel very 
happy and I shout for joy. Ifeel content and thank Jesus for the 
honey. I go to sleep with great contentment. 

The next morning, I search the Bible and find that Zacharias 
was a prophet who saw the coming ofJesus. He was also the father 
of John the Baptist. 1 also read that John the Baptist lived in the 
wild and survived solely on dried locusts and wild honey." 
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SPIRITUALTRAVELING AND HEALING IN 

THE SACRED ROOM 



Wednesday, February 2, 2000 


The editor was able 
to observe a week-long 
mourning ritual with a Shaker 
who respectfully wishes to 
remain anonymous. This 50- 
year-old pilgnm mourned 
under the supervision of a 
Shaker Archbishop, who 
served as his pointer. The 
following testimony was 
recorded the day he left 
the sacred room. 


hen I arrived at the church, the 
Archbishop gave me serious instruc¬ 
tions as it I were going on a difficult 
mission. When he asked me if I was 
taking this seriously, 1 thought that he 
was going to make it rough on me. 
However, I quickly realized that any 
insecurity or lack of commitment on my part would make the 
pilgrimage impossible. 

When the Archbishop started sweeping the sanctuary floor, I 
volunteered to do the job. I had swept half of the church when 
he called me for my last meal before going into the mourning 
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room. His son had prepared a traditional lunch of chicken with 
local vegetables, served with a glass of orange juice. Wanting to 
show my seriousness, I only ate a small portion of the meal with 
the juice. After our meal, he took me to the church and began 
instructing me. He said a service would be held early that 
evening in which I would have specially made bands tied tightly 
around my head. 1 would then be laid on the ground and told to 
start praying all day and night, alternately praving on my knees, 
sitting, standing, and lying down. 1 was encouraged to sleep if I 
felt the need, because then a lesson or a journey might take 
place in a dream. He said I would receive more instructions 
later that evening. 

For the rest of the afternoon, prior to the evening ser¬ 
vice, I was told to sit on a specially marked spot on the first 
pew of the sanctuary and pray. The Archbishop took chalk 
and drew a circle with four quadrants, each holding secret 
symbols and writing. 

Then I was told to sit on the drawing. I prayed that the 
forthcoming ritual of mourning be a powerful blessing for my 
life. I acknowledged that 1 was “putting it all on the line,” fully 
throwing my whole life into this experience. I had come to the 
Archbishop because of a special dream years before. 

In the dream I clearly saw the Archbishop and heard a voice 
say, “The Archbishop has God’s number.” It was so vivid that I 
went to the Archbishop the next morning and told him about 
the dream. He said, “Yes, I do have God’s number and it’s a 
secret.” I knew that dreaming of a minister or pointer is a sign 
that you are to mourn with that person. 

Several days later, I dreamt of a red carpet in the evening 
sky.This dream, too, was vivid and, without a doubt, 1 felt that 
I was being called to enter the world of spirit. I felt strongly 
that I must mourn with the Archbishop. Another dream like 
experience took place, and it confirmed that 1 must go through 
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with it. One evening, I awakened to find my right arm lifted 
toward the sky and my body partially lifted up off the bed, like 
someone had grabbed my hand pulling me upward to the heav¬ 
ens. 1 had never felt anything like it before and it deeply star¬ 
tled me. It indicated that there was power and reality to the 
spiritual world which I had to acknowledge. 

That same week, a friend dreamt of me being his pointer. In 
the dream, he visioned seeing things through a “magical televi¬ 
sion-like screen.” Mv wife also had a dream about an old man 
who showed her a green gourd that was made into a single- 
stringed musical instrument. Villagers in the dream told her 
that the old man was “the inventor of healing.” 

Several days later, I, too, dreamt of an old man with the 
musical instrument. In mv dream, I went into an old store 
where on one shelf there were many of these musical instru¬ 
ments. An old man reached up and grabbed one of these and 
played a song for me. 

In the days following, the Archbishop explained that this 
man of whom mv wife and I dreamed was the true, original 
healer. He was able to heal with a single touch. Even with the 
touch of a single string, he could heal. His name, the 
Archbishop revealed, is Jesus. 
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MOURNING 



Wednesday Evening 

i Wednesday evening, I was taken to the 
mourning room by the Archbishop, his 
wife, and the church elders. Inside, I was 
asked to kneel while prayers and scrip¬ 
ture were read to me. The Archbishop 
tied six bands tightly around my head. 
They were so tight that they brought 
about a slight headache. I was told to go to the corner of the 
room where a mat and a pillow lay on the floor. A wooden cross 
was placed in my left hand and a lit white candle in my right. I 
was told to pray within myself with all my heart- I was to pray 
on my knees, lying down, standing up, and sitting. After they lav 
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me down, holy water was sprinkled on me and a Bible was 
pressed against my head and heart. A group of people held me 
up and told me to let go and fall, as if laving me into a grave. 

When everyone left, the Archbishop whispered my pass¬ 
word, the secret message, into my ear. He said I must remem¬ 
ber every word and repeat it throughout the entire 
pilgrimage. I was told that the words were a secret -some¬ 
thing 1 should never tell anyone. He said he would repeat the 
words the next morning and repeat them periodically until I 
absolutely knew every word. 

I began to pray, asking God to give me the openness, clar¬ 
ity, and honesty to be direct. I immediately began making a list 
of my wrongdoings, sins, lies, and deceptions from the begin¬ 
ning of my life that I could remember. Going back to my child¬ 
hood, I slowly and carefully and mercilessly laid forth mv 
mistakes and wrongdoings. This not only included actions I 
had performed, but thoughts, desires, and attitudes.The list 
began to grow and grow, burying me deeper into a grave of 
despair. I began to see myself as a cheat, thief, and an immoral 
worm driven by simple desire, pleasure, pride, and an unde¬ 
served sense of importance. I built a concrete case against 
myself, pronouncing myself no better than the lowest outcast 
or the despised criminal. A sense of a wasted life began creep¬ 
ing over me and then I reviewed how my life’s actions (and 
inactions) had hurt and disappointed others—family, friends, 
and strangers. As I fell into this dark abyss, I remembered my 
grandfather. He had always believed that mv life had a special 
mission. He was a dedicated man of faith who had no doubt 
that one’s life was to be given to God. 

1 began weeping as I realized how I had let him down. The 
weeping became painful sobbing as 1 felt the disappointment 
my life must have brought him. 

And then I remembered how mv life had received numerous 
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miraculous encounters with Jesus. As a boy, I had felt His call 
in a church meeting and when I was 19, I had experienced a 
vision ol Jesus while wide awake in a praise house. Later, as an 
adult, I had many luminous dreams in which Jesus appeared 
to me. In a vision, I had hung on the cross with Him. Another 
time, He gave me a glass of white light to drink, which filled 
my body with a warm, electric energy that slowly flowed 
from head to toe. 

I even flew with Him in a vision. As I recalled these expe¬ 
riences, I felt deep failure I had disappointed Jesus by never 
giving one hundred percent to the spiritual life, even though 
I had partially given myself to His calling. 1 had failed Jesus. I 
let Him down, even though I had received several visitations 
from Him. My weeping and sobbing became uncontrollable, 
which made me frightened for a moment because it felt so 
out of control. 

I cried out to God: “Either end my life now or let me die 
with Jesus, so 1 can become a man of spirit and mission.” I 
cried out for God to end my life—to give me a spiritual death 
and rebirth or to simply finish me off. In my heart I screamed 
this demand with all of my being. 

With convulsive tears flowing down my face, I felt that I 
had poured out my heart and my life. At the height of this 
intense plea, the white garment of Jesus came over my bodv. 
His arms reached around me and as He started to lift me up, I 
cried, “My burden is too heavy for you to lift!” He then placed 
His hands on my heart. Immediately, a song was born in me 
and I began to sing: 

“I'm walking up,yes I'm walking up. 

I'm going to see my Savior. 

I'm walking up,yes I'm walking up. 

I'm going to meet my Lord. " 
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Over and over I sang this song, feeling an energy and deter¬ 
mination within myself . Even though I was lying on the 
ground, my feet marched up and down, as if walking toward 
the heavens. A surge of energy came through my arms, com¬ 
pelling me to beat the floor with my hands double-time to the 
song I was singing. The second my fists hit the floor, the sky 
outside burst open with a powerful rainstorm. As I sang and 
drummed, the rain poured over the tin roof, over the tiny 
room my Shaker brothers and sisters used for mourning. There 
I was, surrounded bv the nearbv ocean and a powerful volcano, 
my feet pointing toward the ocean, which I could hear day and 
night. Literally behind my head rested the island’s volcano, 
which experts say is ready to erupt at any time. The storm 
broke out in between two of nature’s wrathes: the stormy sea 
and the fiery volcano. It pelted the tomb where I lay and 
washed me in a way 1 had never known. 

Because the storm started the exact second I began pound¬ 
ing the ground, 1 found it a miracle. I was being purified my 
past sins were being washed away. On and on I sang and 
pounded my drum, hearing everv sound of the rain, which was 
cleansing me spiritually. Eventually my body grew tired and 
since I didn’t want to force anything on this pilgrimage (instead, 

I needed to feel that the experience had come about naturally 
and spontaneously, outside mv will), I stopped.The very second 
I lay my arms to rest, the rain stopped. Immediately I sensed the 
wonder and awe of the relationship between my singing and 
drumming to the healing rain. A great peace came over me. 
Peace I hadn’t felt since I was a young boy sitting next to my 
grandfather, someone who exuded authority and certainty 
about life and spirit, untouched by doubt. 

With that peace 1 fell into a graceful slumber. I went to sleep 
feeling I had already received an incredible gift from the ritual of 
mourning. I had a new desire for life— a new life deeply com- 
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Later, after the mourning, the 
pilgnm found that brown, red. 

and blue were the colors of 
three of the bands around his 
head, something he had not 
known before. 


mittcd to spirituality. Before falling asleep, I silently prayed to 
be led. I asked God to give me a clear purpose. 

Hours later I had a dream unlike any I had ever experi¬ 
enced. The dream was an example of spiritual traveling. Mv 
journey began at an airport, which consisted of a tall central 
building with a lower building connected at each side. I walked 
into the central part of the airport. Perched high above me was 
a gentleman dressed in a pilot ’s white uniform. A voice said he 
was the “chief pilot.” He was neither tall nor small, neither 
young nor old, and did not smile. He had a very serious coun¬ 
tenance. As I looked up at this chief pilot, who wore a white 
pilot’s cap, a voice said, “Remember everything he shows you.” 

Immediately, different loops and circles of misty light 
appeared underneath the platform where mv family and I were 
standing. All these loops, each in a different color, shot out into 
the distance. I remember seeing brown, dark red, and blue 
loops on the right. I was so awed by the complexity and the 
advanced design of this setup, 1 thought 1 would never be able 
to remember it all. 

It then struck me that these loops of misty light and curved 
columns of light stretching out were an advanced means of 
transportation.The moment I realized this I was transported 
from the airport to a place I had never seen before. I was in 
front of a gigantic mountain that was triangular in shape. I 
stood directly in front of the center of this mountain and saw a 
gigantic gift box wrapped in red ribbon on the right. The gift 
was enormous, the size of a nautical ship, and it began to slide 
toward the right side of the mountain’s base where a crowd of 
Asians, mostly Japanese men in black suits, stood around tak¬ 
ing photographs. As this giant gift box came toward them, the 
men ran for their lives. The gift box barely missed them. It 
then slid toward the left side of the mountain, where another 
crowd of black-suited people tried to flee. They could not 
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move quickly enough to avoid being run over by the box. 
Many people were slain by the box. 

Watching this event, I realized that it was my presence at 
this mountain that released the gift box. Though 1 didn’t do it 
consciously or imagine it before it happened, it happened 
because I showed up. I then turned to my wife and son, saving it 
was time to leave. We got into a car and drove away. 

The next image my dream presented was a beautiful young 
woman. A voice told me that she wanted me to kiss her. As I 
started moving toward her, clanging kitchen pots and pans woke 
me up. It was so loud that I thought that someone was in the 
kitchen dropping pots and pans. I looked about and saw that it 
was dark outside and that the kitchen was quiet. I then woke up 
and as the Shakers say, “And then I came back to myself.” 

As I contemplated the meaning of the spiritual lesson in this 
dream, I suspected that the mountain was Zion and somehow 
my presence unleashed the powerful spiritual energv that 
caused people to flee or be “slain in the spirit.’’The temptation 
at the end of the dream seemed to warn that the expression of 
spiritual energy unleashes sexual energy. Protection against the 
pitfalls of sexual energy w as a crude bell made of pots and 
pans, shaken to make a distracting racket. 
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SILVER SHIELD 



Thursday, February 3, 2000 


sang praise for the first evening’s strong val¬ 
idation of the mourning ritual’s power. I 
went back to sleep and awoke early the 
next morning to pray with the church 
elders. I prayed all day, continuing to fast 
without food or water. 

In the afternoon, I began another spir¬ 
itual journey. This time, I found myself afloat on a lake that was 
covered by a pane of glass. The waves were gentle. I looked up 
and saw Jesus lying flat with his palms on the glass just above 
me. I placed my hands on the glass so they lined up with Jesus’ 
palms. He said, “Cry out for me!” I shouted from the depths of 
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my soul, “Jesus! Jesus!” It was a shout filled with infinite calling. 
As I shouted, my body lost its density and rose through the 
glass, my hands passing through Jesus’ hands. As I passed 
through Him, I turned into a mist of water above Him. A voice 
said, “This is sanctified water. What has happened holds the key 
to making water holy” 

Then I was taken to a huge rock on the edge of the sea. 
From the ocean, violent waves crashed into the rock. As the 
fierce waves hit the rock, white spravs of seawater formed the 
image of Jesus in the air. Again and again the ocean water 
splashed forming the face of Jesus. And a voice said, “This, too, 
is holy water. When the violent storm hits solid rock, my Son is 
brought forth.” 

Next, I found myself in the deepest depth of the ocean. As 

I floated there I looked about at the vastness of the ocean. 
A voice said, “I am present in all of this. Know that it is Holy.” 

I was then propelled Irom the ocean’s depth to the surface. 
As I got closer, I saw the evening sky. At the top of the dark 
canopy above me, there was a shining white leaf with a flower 
on it. It was so bright that I could hardly distinguish its fea¬ 
tures. A voice said, “This leaf and plant is from the Tree of Life. 

II you were to see the whole tree, you would be blinded. It is 
too bright to behold.” 

I then found myself sitting on land with sacred objects. To 
my left was a glass of holy water, the holiest of all sacred gifts. 
Next to it was a leaf and (lower. Above these items was mv 
grandlather’s Bible. At the center was a ringing bell and a shep¬ 
herd’s staff to my right. The voice said, “With these things you 
can now be a leader of men.” A moment of silence passed. Then 
on my right, a gold wedding ring floated down from the sky 
and stopped mid-air, just below mv eye level. The voice of Jesus 
pronounced, “With this ring I thee wed.” 

Without hesitation I cried out, “What am I to do with mv 
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"Signing" refers to the 
marking of secret messages 
and mystical codes through 
painted images, wax dnppings, 
special rites, and prayers. 


life? What is my function, mv purpose?” Immediately, clouds 
gathered and the top of Mount Zion became visible. A silver 
shield with a silver carving of Jesus with outstretched arms 
came flying through the clouds. A voice thundered, “You arc an 
ambassador of the Holy Ghost!” 

I felt as if I was hit by lightning. Electrified by the thunderous 
voice, every cell in my body was flooded by truth. Yes, I rec¬ 
ognized the truth: I am here on this earth to serve as an ambas¬ 
sador for the Divine, or what is known as “the Holy Ghost.” 

1 was shown that it was the silver shield that was inside the 
giant gift box that had slid down Mount Zion. When held in 
front of me, the power of the Holy Ghost would spontaneously 
break forth from it. And in response, people would either flee 
or they would be slain in the spirit. I had experienced this 
ecstatic spiritual energy with others but never with a shield. 
Now the energy was being channeled through the wisdom of 
Jesus. And then I came back to mysell. 

Again, I felt such joy and enthusiasm for my newly 
appointed “spiritual job” that I sang songs of praise. I was eager 
to tell my spiritual father, the Archbishop, and his wife, about 
my travels in spirit. The Archbishop was mv “pointer” in guid¬ 
ing me through this ritual. Through the way he signed the 
bands that were wrapped around my head and by praying, 
reading Scriptures, and asking questions, he “pointed” me, the 
pilgrim, toward spiritual lessons and journeys. 
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HEALING 



Thursday Afternoon 

/ n another journey, I went to a doctor at the 
base of Mount Zion. This doctor looked like 
a plump man with a gray and black mus¬ 
tache. He taught me how to heal: First, have 
the patient sit in a chair. Wrap their head 
with a black band that signifies the power of 
the Holy Ghost. Then, wrap their head with 
a green band for the gentle healing truth of Jesus. These bands 
may be material or they may be invisible—what we call Holv 
Ghost bands. Then pour warm olive oil over the swirl spot on 
top ol their hand. Silently a prayer must be said: “In the name of 
God the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy Ghost, I ask 
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for the power of the Holy Ghost to come unto you .’’Place your 
hands on the person’s head, allowing for the vibrations to come 
naturally. Then, ask for a glass, two-thirds full of sanctified ice 
water. Drink half of it and then repeat the prayer, this time out 
loud. Drink the rest of the ice water, hold it in your mouth and 
spray it on the patient’s head. Finally, stand behind the person 
and hold their arms, and wait for the spirit to shake both of 
you. After this lesson, I returned, once more, to myself. 

Also, 1 was shown how to sanctify water: Pour water into a 
glass, hold it with my hands, visualize Jesus’ hands on the 
glass wall, visualize my hands passing through the glass while 
shouting for Jesus and passing through his hands. 

That evening 1 kneeled and prayed with the Archbishop and 
the church elders. We had a small ritual of prayers, Scripture 
readings, and singing. Afterwards, 1 told the Archbishop and 
his wife about my visions. This is called “giving the pointer a 
lesson.”They shouted and jumped with Holy Ghost fervor 
when I told of the role I was given to play. They told me to 
keep certain things from the visions a secret— the color of 
garments and bands, particular medicines, numbers, codes, 
and passwords. 

1 honestly thought that my journey was over and that I 
would be released that evening, since the visions were so clear 
and dramatic. But the Archbishop said this room is a place for 
schooling and he was the principal. And, I was told to keep 
praying through the whole week and continue my spiritual 
travels to keep receiving instruction from Spirit. 
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Thursday Evening 



had a dream that was a spiritual journey. I 
saw myself in the home I lived in as a 
small child. I was lying in mv bed, pray¬ 
ing so hard that my pillow came out 
from under mv head and stood straight 
up over my head. I got up to go to my 
parent’s room. Suddenly, the nails from 
the walls started coming out. 1 realized that it was possible to 
pray so hard that it would pull out the nails from the walls. 
When I got to my parent’s room, I saw my mother lying on the 
right side of the bed. She was naked, with a fig leaf covering 
her. Her head rested upon my father, who was sitting with his 
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back against the headboard, dressed in rags. They were 
drenched in shame. Their shame was as sorrowful as the sad¬ 
ness I had experienced the first night in mourning. Feeling my 
parent’s shame was like feeling the pain of Adam and Eve; my 
parents were portraying the first father and mother in the great 
human drama. This empathic connection brought me a deeper 
compassion for others. I woke up and returned to myself. 

Later that night 1 had a troubling dream twice. In the dream 
I was in the mourning room. Outside the room were men in 
long black coats carrying knives and spears, and trying to get 
inside. When they succeeded, they began stabbing me in the 
gut. Due to the commotion, dogs started barking in the dream, 
and I awoke to the actual sound of dogs outside the door. It 
startled and frightened me a bit. 

I went back to sleep and the dream started again.This time 
the men with long black coats carrying swords and spears were 
determined to finish me off. Again, as they broke into the 
room, dogs started barking, and I woke up even more startled 
to find dogs now barking all around the mourning room, and at 
both the front and back door of the church. My fear increased 
and I started to believe that there really was someone or some¬ 
thing menacing and dangerous outside the door. I was sur¬ 
prised that no one else had been wakened. 
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A MIRACLE 



Friday, February 4, 2000 


hile it was still dark outside, early 
Friday morning, the church elders 
came to my room and covered me in 
lavender flowers. Then the Archbishop 
began reading from the Bible the story 
of Christ rising from his grave. The 
elders grabbed me and lifted me up as if giving me life after 
I’ve been in a grave. The Archbishop’s prayer, charged with 
much spiritual power, triggered me to shout wildly as I was 
being lilted from my mourning grave. As the songs and prayers 
were sung, they danced me in the Holy Spirit. 
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I was ecstatic and charged with newborn vitality. But, I sud¬ 
denly collapsed with pain. I felt something like a knife-like stab 
in my gut and I was unable to stand. As my stomach cramped 
painfully, I lost all my energy and could not stand or walk. The 
elders finished the ceremony and carried me to my corner and 
lay me down. I told the Archbishop that my body had lost a lot 
of fluid from perspiring and that I was dehydrated. Every time 
the elders came to arouse the Holy Spirit in my body, I per¬ 
spired heavily, soaking myself from head to toe. I had been 
sweating without food or water for two days. I asked him for 
water and when he brought it, it revived me a little. 1 remained 
very still, trying not to pass out. 

Within several hours, I became nauseous. I had diarrhea 
and wanted to throw up. 1 panicked and rang the bell for the 
Archbishop to come. When I told him I was in trouble, I saw r 
that he was very worried. He asked if 1 wanted to have the 
bands removed and I said no, I was prepared to go all the way 
through this pilgrimage. He then said, “We need a miracle. 
You must pray to see the doctor at Zion and ask for help.” 1 
prayed in desperation and immediately began a journey to 
Zion’s doctor. He told me that I w as in trouble and that if I 
wasn’t careful, my life would be in danger. Then he smiled 
and said, “But we can fix you up. You are dehvdrated and the 
water you drank was bad. It wasn’t cleaned.” He went on to 
prescribe me a medicine of coconut w ater and another sub¬ 
stance, and I was to drink only this. 

I came back to myself and immediately called the 
Archbishop. When I told him what Zion’s doctor’s had said, he 
replied, “I’m so sorry. I forgot to boil the water.”We discussed 
the dream from the night before of the man stabbing me. He 
said it was like Christian’s pilgrimage in The Pilgrim's Progress , 
in which Satan’s soldiers pierced him with arrows. 

The Archbishop said we must pray for a miracle. He 
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brought me the medicine in my dream. I took it and curled up 
at his feet. He prayed that God would heal me and then 
touched mv belly with his hand. Instantly the pain lifted and I 
no longer felt sick. 

I lay still for a long time, not moving, only praying. I turned 
to my other side and there was no pain. A miracle had taken 
place and nothing could stop me from moving forward on my 
pilgrimage. I also felt a special connection from my heart to 
the Archbishop. The crisis had brought us together as father 
and son. In the beginning, he was more like a tough police offi¬ 
cer, but my ill health made him like a father who had healed a 
suffering son. 
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COLORS AND NUMBERS 



Friday Afternoon 


reminisced on the previous day’s journey, 
but it wasn’t until late afternoon that I 
started another voyage. In my dream, I 
|found myself being lifted out of the 
mourning room and taken to the clouds. 
There I met an ancient man, who was 
hundreds of years old, with a very long 
white beard. He was tall and thin, dressed in a long white robe. 
He said, “I am Ezekiel and I will be your teacher, guide, and 
pointer for the rest of vour life. You have entered my school, 
the Holv Ghost Tabernacle of the Four Directions. I will leave 
you to do everything four ways. Fasting, praying, healing, and 
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worship will always involve the number four. Please, grandson, 
ask me anything you want to know. I will tell you everything. 
Have you received your garment?” I said I hadn’t. 

“What colors do you want?” I said white. 

“Yes, grandson, and do you know the reason for wearing 
white?” 

Without hesitation, 1 explained that in all my experiences 
with Jesus, he was a luminous white presence. 

“Yes,” Ezekiel replied, “no matter what color garment oth¬ 
ers see on you, you will always be in the white light of Jesus.” 

“Now let me ask you another question,” Ezekiel went on. 
“Do you know that a number has been pressed onto your fore- 
head?You see, all of God’s children are given a number. I 
believe that you have always known your number.” 

“Yes,” 1 responded, “it is five. But why is that my number?” 

Ezekiel immediately answered, “The Holy Ghost enters 
through the crown of your head and flows to your heart and 
exits through your hands and the tips of your fingers. Your gifts 
involve the expression of vour hand, which has five fingers.This 
is why you were given that number.” 

Ezekiel pressed on, “God also has a number. In fact, he has 
many numbers. When you receive one of God’s numbers you 
can use it to call him directly. For instance, three, refers to God, 
the Father; God, the Son; and God, the Holy Ghost. Another of 
God’s numbers is one because there is only one God. Still 
another number for God is nine because God, the Father is also 
God the son, and God the Holy Ghost, while God, the Son is 
also God the Father and God the Holy Ghost, and so on. But 
jour number for reaching God is twelve. This number comes 
from the fact that the Trinity is found in every direction: north, 
south, east, and west. This is your number because you’ve been 
taught in the Holy Ghost Tabernacle of the Four Directions. 

“Today and for the rest of your life, 1 will teach you many 
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things and you will ask me whatever you want to know. Rejoice 
in this and be happy that you are with me. I know how much 
you loved your grandfather. It is because of him that you’ve 
been cared for and why vou are with me today. He believed so 
strongly in God’s calling for you that he refused to enter 
Heaven until you gave yourself fully to the spiritual mission. He 
has been stubbornly standing by the Pearlv Gates, praving and 
waiting for you to step forward. Please accept your calling so 
that he may enter the Kingdom of God.” 

I began to weep because I strongly sensed my grandfather’s 
watchful eye and presence. He came to me in dreams and 
directed me. I always felt that he was guiding me. 

Once in a dream, I saw myself visiting the house he lived in 
when I was a child. I walked around the house and discovered a 
secret box at the side of the house against a window. I opened it 
and found the key to the house. When I went into the house, I 
felt that it was mine. 

In the mourning room, where 1 was fasting, I felt my grand¬ 
father go on to where he needed to go. I thanked him from the 
bottom of my heart and I promised that 1 would fully accept my 
walk with the Lord. Ezekiel had taken his place and had the 
same teasing humor and generosity of spirit. I also could not 
overlook the fact that the Archbishop was verv much like mv 
grandfather. He, too, had the presence of authority and loyalty, 
and took great pride in his appearance. Archbishop Pompey 
was all business regarding the church, particularly his office, 
and about God, but he was playful and teasing about earthlv 
matters. When I came back to myself , 1 was deeply moved bv 
what was happening to me. 

I felt I had a new friend in Ezekiel, an inner spirit guide with 
the personality and wisdom of both my grandfather and the 
Archbishop. I felt I would never be alone and felt all fear leav¬ 
ing me. No longer would I worry about my son, marriage, job, 
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or personal life. Ezekiel told me, “I’m here to guide you every 
step of the way, one step at a time.” 

As I continued to sit and pray I found that simply asking 
Ezekiel a question would send me on a pilgrim’s journey. Once, 1 
asked him about the wheel he had seen in a vision. He explained 
that it was the turning and churning of the Holy Ghost Powers. 
He showed it to me as a donut-like shape of foggy wind. In fact, 
he said the power of the Holy Ghost is a sacred wind sent down 
to open hearts, to till them with energy and vision. 

Ezekiel sent me to Mount Zion’s core, where a hospital 
existed. There I was told 1 would receive spiritual surgery. A 
team of surgeons opened me up trom the top ot my throat to 
the bottom of my abdomen. All my inner organs and tissue 
were scraped out and then washed with a small fire hose. I 
was completely emptied. They poured a cup of sea salt inside 
me and sewed me up. Then they picked me up and threw me 
into the sky. 

I fell in the river Jordan, in the middle of its beautiful blue 
water. There I felt Jordan’s physical and spiritual beauty. It 
cleansed the outside of my body and filled my inside with its 
water. 1 breathed and drank the water simultaneously. I reveled 
in the sacred water. When I came out, someone dipped a paint¬ 
brush into the river and painted a blue cross on my back. 

Then 1 was throw n onto the shore and w as asked to expose 
the soles of my feet and my palms. A branding iron burned a 
w hite cross on my feet and hands. 1 then came back to mysell. 

I asked Ezekiel why these things were done and he said, “It’s 
time to go to the desert.” Instantly, we were in the Sinai. I sat 
on the ground and he asked, “What will you do about this 
temptation?” On my left were images of the wildest, lustiest 
sexual acts imaginable. Just looking at it intoxicated me. To my 
right were material comforts like cars, large houses, and 
clothes for personal comfort. In front of me were dishes and 
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bowls of unbelievably delicious food. I told Ezekiel that I wasn’t 
sure I was capable of resisting all these temptations. I said I 
would shake pots and pans like I’d seen in one of mv dreams. 
He laughed and replied, “That won’t help. All you need to do is 
turn on your lights.” He showed me how: By simply saying, 
“Light ’em up!” the white crosses on mv hands and feet and the 
blue cross on my back lit up. 

He then said, “What will you do with this temptation?” 
Worries ot everyday life—job, money, security, reputation, 
family, health, and so forth—were brought to me. He then 
said, “Light ’em up!” He showed me another temptation—fear. 
Violence, catastrophe, suffering, and pain were displayed and I 
heard his voice: “Light ’em up!” Finally, he said, “Here’s the last 
temptation—death .’’And I replied, “Light ’em up!” 

I then came back to myself and reflected on what I learned 
from Ezekiel. He told me that these lessons and journeys would 
last forever. As I thought about what had happened, I was sent 
on a journey to Calvary, to the tomb where Jesus arose. 

In the tomb, Jesus explained that people were unable to 
receive salvation before He was sent to earth. They spent their 
whole life pretending they were good people, oblivious to their 
wrong-doings, pride, and sins. He said the most successful peo¬ 
ple were completely deluded and thought that they were 
“good.” Jesus taught me that the worst sin of all was not mur¬ 
der, blasphemy, adultery, or any other crime. Rather it was false 
pride and judgmental arrogance- the one-upmanship of the 
Pharisee. “This is why the rich, the successful, the famous, the 
educated, the proclaimed good have a nearly impossible time 
getting into my Father’s Kingdom.” 

Jesus said human beings ran away from facing their sins. All 
people were spiritually blind before He came to us. At death, 
this blindness was traumatic. People were no longer blind and 
their spiritual eyes were horrified at seeing the evil in their 
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lives. They were then stuck in the dark vision of their sinful 
nature and that place is called hell. 

Jesus came to invite us to see our sin, to accept ourselves as 
sinners, thereby making us see that we are no better than other 
people, animals— all other living things. 

In seeing ourselves spirituallv naked, we are no more impor¬ 
tant (and no less important) than anyone else. This direct 
encounter with the darkness in our lives brings forth pain, suf¬ 
fering, sorrow, and mourning. We mourn for the wrong ways of 
our lives. We mourn for how we hurt and disappointed others. 
We mourn for how we let down our elders and we mourn for 
how we let down our Beloved Creator. 

In this mourning we cry out for Jesus and see that He is on 
the cross, bearing our sin, suffering with us. As we cry out for 
Him, our prayers pull out the nails from the cross. This brings 
Him to us. He embraces us, takes us to the tomb and there we 
are reborn into light. We rise as the spiritual children of Holv 
Light. To mourn is to die from the overwhelming truth of our sin 
and to cry out for Jesus who bears our pain. In our crving out for 
Jesus, we free Him from carrying the burden of our sins, while 
He, in turn, frees us from the dark by taking us into the tomb, 
the sacred dark, where we are reborn and risen into light. 

Jesus said, “This is why I came to earth. Now men and 
women can enter the Kingdom by lifting the veil so that the 
dusk may be seen and suffering may be realized and embraced.” 
Through this ordeal of the night, a miraculous transformation 
is brought forth, namely, the rebirth of our soul into light. The 
death of Jesus is the death He invites us to experience so that 
we may enter spiritual life. 

Jesus then asked me to join him at Calvary. I looked up and 
saw Him hanging on the cross. The sky was black and a storm 
was about to break out. He looked at me and said, “Step up and 
hang with me.” When I took a step forward, I found mvself 
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hanging on the cross with my Savior. To my surprise, I didn’t 
experience any physical pain. I only felt one with Him. Jesus 
spoke to me, “Everyone forsakes me except my Father. Know 
that everyone will forsake you except for me. And you are not 
to forsake any of your fellow human beings, no matter how 
they may treat you. Know that I will never forsake you.” I felt 
the heaviness of my calling, but at the same time, I realized that 
Jesus was all that 1 needed. 

I was never sick again during the rest of mourning and the 
Archbishop declared it a miracle. I also prayed to the doctor 
at Zion and asked for a medicine for a friend who recently 
had stomach surgery. Immediately I learned that he should 
take three sweet bananas and eat what could be scraped from 
the inside of their peels. He had to follow it with a glass ol 
juice or water. 

I slept comfortablv that night, but before going to sleep I 
had a journey with Jonah. It was very dark inside the whale. A 
voice said that Jonah, like all mourners, was on a spiritual jour- 
nev. And that inside the dark space, Jonah, like us, must realize 
that the ocean, which surrounds us, is the presence of God. 
Rather than fearing our situation, we must recognize God’s 
presence and pray for deliverance. 

With that realization, I was spat out of the whale. When I 
landed on the shore, I smelled the sweetest fragrance I’ve ever 
smelled. It was so sweet that smelling it in my nose was like 
swallowing food. It gave me nourishment and strength. 
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TAKING A PROVE 



Saturday, February 5, 2000 

woke up with prayers and Scripture 
reading. Ezekiel told me to review 
everything I had been taught and to 
remember it. He told me that my prayer 
test would last four nights and that 
tonight was the last night. He said I was 
to remain for two more days, to rejoice 
and offer thanks for my experiences. On Saturday, I went over 
everything 1 had experienced and felt very happy. I had a vision 
of running in the church aisle shouting, “Praise the Lord!” In 
the vision, the whole congregation shouted with me and a song 
came to me: 
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A "prove" is a method 
of divination that involves 
randomly opening the 
Bible with the thumbs and 
reading the verses that 
the thumbs land on. 


Praise the Lord! 

He hath set a fire on me. 

Praise the Lord 

He hath set afire on me. 

Praise the Lord. 

The Lord hath set ajire on me. 

I marched in place and sang this song for what seemed like 
at least an hour. 

Late that afternoon, the Archbishop told me to kneel and he 
gave me my scripture lesson. He read excerpts from the Bible 
and The Pilgrim's Progress , and then he prayed. Finally, he asked 
me to take a “prove,” as he had done throughout the mourning. 

Thinking about my dream of men being slain on Mount 
Zion, I opened the Bible and found a passage about men being 
slain by God. After the lesson on healing, we read about a doc¬ 
tor who healed for God. And after hanging on the cross with 
Jesus, we found a passage about men who were stoned because 
they acted on their faith for Him. 

When the Archbishop prayed that afternoon, a power 
came over him. Something spoke through him and touched 
every aspect of my being. His words addressed my whole life 
and all my relationships. My bodv began to swav back and 
forth and my head hit the floor. I was filled with the spirit and 
with the help of his prayer, I saw the Holy Crown. A red car¬ 
pet led up to gold steps that went into the sky. At the top was 
the Holy Crown. I shouted to the Archbishop, and we both 
exploded with the manifestation of the Holy Ghost. We spoke 
in tongues, chanted, and powerful spiritual energies surged 
through us. Although he was recently operated on and was 
bedridden until my mourning, the Archbishop was a giant 
with extraordinary strength during this moment of Holy 
Ghost expression. I was astonished by the power of his prayer 
and how it pierced my mind and heart. 
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SPIRITUAL EXPRESSION 



Sunday, February 6, 2000 



went to sleep bubbling with spiritual energy. 
The next morning was Sunday and prepara¬ 
tions were being made for church. Prior 
to the service, I took a spiritual journey to 
f. a crystal palace. The palace was made of 
triangular glass panes, which seemed like 
crystals, and they moved and displayed an 
incredible architectural complexity. The whole structure 
seemed to be alive. When I entered the palace Ezekiel came to 
my side. He nodded toward a glass dining table on which was a 
silver goblet filled with blood. A voice spoke, “My sons blood 
makes this place alive for vou. His blood enables mv voice to be 
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heard and my house to be seen.” Ezekiel invited me to sit at the 
table. When I sat down, the voice said, “Please drink of His 
blood ” Before my hands could reach the silver goblet, it magi¬ 
cally appeared at my lips and the blood was entering mv body. 
It hit me like a lightning bolt of truth and grace. The voice pro¬ 
claimed, “In the past you drank from the cup of Holv Ghost 
power. Now you drink from the cup of redemption.” In fact, 
about eight or nine years ago I had dreamt of being given a glass 
of white light by Jesus. When I drank it, a feeling of warmth 
had flowed through my body, waking me up with a deep sense 
of wonder and appreciation. 

This time, however, I was drinking the blood of the Lamb 
and was told that this was the gift of redemption. A song fell 
upon my heart, and I sang it again and again: 

Please drink the blood ojmy Son , precious one. 

Please drink the blood of my Son , precious one. 

In death there is victory , eternal life. 

Please drink the blood of my Son. 

Ezekiel started dancing with me. He held my hand high 
above his head while I circled around him with simple dance 
steps. And then I came back to myself. When the Archbishop 
came to see me, I shouted, “I drank the blood!” 

On Sunday evening, a small church service was held in the 
mourning room, so the church members could pray to give 
me, the pilgrim, support. I found that I could not hold back mv 
joy. I began shaking, speaking in tongues, and expressing the 
Holy Ghost. I even felt a force throw me against the wall. Mv 
back felt glued to the wall while my feet and hands were held 
straight out. To my surprise, I carried on for an hour and a half 
without tiring. Afterwards, the Archbishop said that I was 
unable to hold back from shouting for the Lord. 
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When we talked that evening, I told him that I did not like 
the name, “Spiritual Baptists,” because it did not distinguish 
what was unique about our form of spiritual practice. I pre¬ 
ferred the old name—“Shakers of St. Vincent.” I said that 
Shakers had the gift of vision and physical manifestation of the 
>« spirit. Moving and shaking brought us in direct contact with the 

spiritual world and gave us the authority, humility, and vitality 
missing in other Christian churches. He told me about his life 
in the church and how he, too, had been drawn by the visionarv 
and expressive aspects of the faith. 

He also told me about a Catholic priest who had come to 
him in the past. That man told him that he was dving and that 
his last wish was to mourn and experience the world of spirit 
firsthand. The Archbishop put him into mourning, although it 
was kept a secret from his Catholic church. He made many 
spiritual journeys and expressed deep fulfillment and joy. He 
died the day after leaving the mourning room. 

I was aware of my growing fondness and love for the 
Archbishop. He had truly become my spiritual father and 1 
was celebrating his presence in my life. I had gone through 
nearly a week in the small mourning room with him by my 
side. He had slept next to me every night, attended my everv 
need, and had constantly prayed over me. He was a great spir¬ 
itual presence and father. 

That night before going to sleep, 1 went on another spiritual 
journey. I saw Jacob’s ladder hanging from the sky. It was made 
of rope and wooden steps, and it was covered in a white cloud. 
Ezekiel came to my side and walked me to the ladder. We began 
to float upwards without taking a single step. He said, “I’m going 
to show you something few r people see. I know you’re going to 
like it.”We went high into the heavens, passing all the angels and 
familiar spiritual icons. Then we started going into the future, 
then the past, and finally back to the beginning of spiritual time. 
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At the other end of the ladder was the Garden of Eden. When we 
landed there, Ezekiel was laughing with joy at my surprised face. 

I looked around and saw the most beautiful place I had ever seen. 
Looking at an orange tree, I noticed that the fruits were bigger 
than normal. The second I desired an orange, it was in my 
mouth, already peeled.The taste was overwhelming. 

In the Garden of Eden, all the animals communicated with 
each other, including Adam and Eve. It was a paradise of ani¬ 
mals and plants where everything was related and interacted in 
open communion. 

When I turned, I saw the apple tree.To my surprise it did not 
have any edible fruit. The red apples were rubies and the green 
leaves were emeralds. It was filled with shining jewels. 1 began to 
understand that the snake had filled Adam and Eve with a desire 
for that which they could not digest. When they bit into the 
apple, they broke their teeth, but their desire remained, so thev 
kept on biting and kept getting hurt.That’s how they fell off 
Jacob’s ladder and ended up in the world of material desire that 
we know today. Then I came back to mvself. 

On Sunday night I went to sleep with great peace and joy. I 
had fallen in love with my church—its elders, the Archbishop, 
and his family. I was somewhat sad that my journey was ending. 
That last night I had a dream, a spiritual journey. I found myself 
in the small village where I had grown up. There I heard African 
drums, the same drumming I had heard on two spiritual jour¬ 
neys earlier that week. 

Several days before, I had asked Ezekiel where on earth the 
Holy Ghost powers come from. He had shown me how it was 
made as a wind in the heavens, but now 1 asked how it was held 
on earth. Immediately I saw twelve African women standing in 
a row. Their eyes were filled with wild fire, and pure energv 
came out of their mouths, like a swirling vapor of heat. As I 
stared at them, I was transported to a village in Africa. I saw 
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wild dancing warriors, spears in hand and both feet stomping 
on the ground as they circled a fire. A voice said, “This is the 
origin of your spiritual home .’’The only word I could think of 
to describe this display of spiritual energy was “Wild!” It was 
pure, wild spiritual expression. 

1 was told that Zion’s sacred energy had been transported 
into Africa by the twelve Biblical tribes. There it was pre¬ 
served and then transferred to foreign soil by the slave trade. 
Furthermore, this odyssey from Zion to Central Africa, West 
Africa, the Caribbean, and elsewhere was something that was 
still mysterious. 

Before I went to sleep that Sunday evening, I asked the 
Archbishop to read several scriptural references that was given 
to me by Ezekiel.The first was PSALM 1 5: 

Lord, who shall abide in thy tabernacle? Who shall dwell in thy holy hill? 

He that walketh uprightly , and worketh righteousness, and speaketh the 
truth in his heart. 

He that backbiteth not with his tongue nor doeth evil to his neighbor, 
nor taketh up a reproach against his neighbor. 

In whose eyes a vile person is condemned; but he honoreth them that 
fear the Lord; He that sweareth to his own hurt, and changeth not. 

He that pulleth not out his own money to usury, nor taketh reward 
against the innocent. He that doeth these things shall never be moved. 

The second scriptural reference was PSALM 23. 

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in 
green pastures; he leadeth me beside the still waters. 
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He restoreth my soul; he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his 
name s sake. 

Yea , though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death , I will fear 
no evil; for thou art with me, thy rod and thy staff comfort me. 

Thou preparesta table before me in the presence of mine enemies; thou 
anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life; 

and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever. 


That last night of mourning held another dream journey 
for me. As I previously began to tell it, I arrived in my home 
village hearing African drumming in the town center. And, 
there I saw some of my old friends. Someone said, “Why, 
there is our old friend.” 1 noticed that 1 was wearing bands 
around my head. I said, “1 have some things to show you. 
Please go tell my friend Jim to pack his bags because I’m tak¬ 
ing him on a trip.” As I stood there waiting, I said to myself, “I 
never should have left home.”Then I began to weep and woke 
up, returning to myself. 

I knew the dream returned me to a sense of home, home in 
the spirit. In fact, when 1 was 18 years old, I was a devout 
Christian, praying to be led in a way to serve others. I wanted 
to return to that same spirit and attitude. 
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WALKING IN THE SPIRIT 



Monday, February 7, 2000 

he next day, the church elders awak¬ 
ened me and began a ceremony to 
remove the bands from my head. Once 
they were gone, I felt like a babv com¬ 
ing out of the womb. I saw myself as a 
newborn infant and visioned my sis¬ 
ter’s birth, as well as my mother’s. I 
was flooded with the realization that mv mother, sister, and 
I were of one flesh. 

The Archbishop bathed me and fed me a delicious meal 
with fresh fruit. We talked all day about how' I would move 
forth in my life with what I had learned. 
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That evening, I was dressed in a white robe and new bands 
were tied around my head. I was led out of the mourning room 
by a procession of church leaders who held candles and were 
singing. I carried four candles, two in each hand, and walked up 
the hill by the ocean. Then I turned left and came to the 
entrance of the church. Scriptures and prayers were said and I 
was brought into the church. During the singing, the spirit 
moved me wildly, flinging me from one spot to another, jump¬ 
ing me, and dancing me. I was told that it took four men and a 
woman to hold me and keep me stable. 

Then it was time for me to pray and speak to the congrega¬ 
tion. A bolt of energy came through me and I became an evan¬ 
gelical ball of fire. I shouted the good news that I had visioned, 
being demonstrative in dramatic ways with my body and hands. 
1 was an authoritative energy.The church sang, shouted, and 
echoed “amen” with me. I don’t ever recall a more exhilarating 
experience in my entire life. I ended by honoring the 
Archbishop and his wife, and the church elders. The church 
rocked through the night.They applauded and jumped for joy. 
The Archbishop’s son, also a minister of the church, announced 
that it was a great blessing to see and hear the spirit manifest 
itself in the wav it had done years ago in the early Shaker 
church. A closing prayer was made and it was over. 

I could not imagine feeling better even if I had been given 
all the money in the world. This was the purest joy I had ever 
experienced and it was made sweeter by my wife’s presence. 
She had just come out of a pilgrimage with Mother Samuel. 
Our hands were held together by the Archbishop while Mother 
Samuel announced to the congregation that my wife’s journey 
had been joined, through her own visions, to mine. We were 
celebrated as a couple who walked in the spirit. 

I was both excited and sad to leave the church. That night, I 
dreamt of being in the mourning room with the Archbishop 
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holding a candle and praying by my side. My wife had two 
dreams. In the first, she was presented w ith five new’ pieces of 
higgage. In the second dream, I called for her to come to the 
window to look outside. We saw’ black and w hite hot air bal¬ 
loons rising in the sky. 

The sacred room w as an entry to a life of spiritual journey¬ 
ing. Our luggage is packed and ready. We await the next vision, 
lesson, and journey that our Creator has prepared. 
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ALL THOSE PEOPLE, ALL THOSE CULTURES, 
RUNNING FROM THE DARK. 

AFRAID OF WRONG. EVIL, AND SIN. 
AFRAID OF SICKNESS, PAIN, AND SUFFERING. 

ALL THE WHITEWASH AND ELECTRIFIED NEON 
CANT STOP THE DARK, 

CANT HIDE THE UNDERNEATH, 

CANT ERASE THE VOID. 

SINK INTO IT. BURY INTO IT. 
EMBRACE YOUR DEATH. 

MATERNAL HOLY SPACE, 

BRING FORTH THE PAIN, 

THE QUAKING AND SHAKING. 

GIVE BIRTH TO SPIRITUAL JOY, 

OPEN BLINDED EYES, 

REVEAL ECSTATIC TRUTHS, 

TRAVEL TO AND FRO 
THROUGH DARKNESS WED OF LIGHT 
THIS, THE PILGRIMAGE OF THE NIGHT. 


BK 


ST. VINCENT 


f 

174 


LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS 

1. The Child's Bible , Allic Carncll Authorized Version, 

London & New York: Cassell, Petter, and Galpin, undated 

2. Die Bibel in Bildern (The Bible Illustrated) with wood-cuts bv 
Julius Schnorr Von Carolsfeld, Philadelphia: I. Kohler, undated 

3. Bible Gallery, Illustrated by Gustave Dore, New York, 

Cassell Publishing Compapny, 1890 

4. The Pilrim's Progress by John Bunyan with illustrations on wood 
bv George Cruikshank from the Collection of Edwin Truman, 

London, Edinburgh, Glasgow & New York: Henrv Frowde, 

Oxford Universitv Press Warehouse, 1903 

The Seven Golden Candlesticks (l.p. 245) .36 

St. John Sees the New Jerusalem (2. p. 80) .36 

The Vision of the Throne (l.p. 253) .36 

The First Day of Creation (2. p. I) .45 

Jesus talking with Nicodemus of the Way to Eternal Life (2. p. 21) . . .52 

The Baptism of Jesus (2.p. 15) .52 

The Pouring Forth of the Holy Ghost (2. p. 66 detail) .63 

Daniel in the Lions’ Den (l.p. 557) .63 

The Prophet Daniel (2. p. 143) .70 

The Fourth Day of Creation (2, p. 4) .70 

Jesus Christ Reveals Himself to St. John (2. p. 76) .76 

Jesus Washing Peter’s Feet (l.p. 136) .79 

Miracle Wrought on a Lame Man (2,p. 67) .84 

Joseph’s Dream (l.p. 64) .89 

The First Day of Creation (2. p. I) .91 

















List OF ULUStKHtiOnS 


1 

175 


The Sabbath (2, p. 7) . 92 

Jesus talking with Nicodemus of the Way to Eternal Life (2. p. 21) . . .97 

David, the Psalmist -Prayer (2. p. 136 detail) . 100-101 

Adam and Eve Hide Themselves from the Presence of the Lord 

(2, p. 9 detail) . 103 

Judas Macabeus Seeth a Vision (2, p. 157) .103 

The Third Day of Creation (2. p. 3) . 108 

The Pouring Forth of the Holy Ghost (2. p. 66. detail) . 110-11 

The River of the Water ot Life (I. p. 256) . 1 12 -1 3 

Jesus holds the Sinking Peter Above the Sea (2. p. 34) . 119 

Jesus Walking on Water (3. see Mark VI.. 47-52) . 1 19 

Timothv Reading the Scriptures (l. p. 237) . 122 

Angel Gabriel Announces to Zacharias the Birth ot John (2. p. I) . . 122-23 

St. John Sees the New Jerusalem (2. p. 80) .124 

David Pardonncth Absalom (I. p. 350) . 125 

Elijah’s Ascension (2. p. 119) . 126-27 

The Plague of Hail (I. p. 118) . 132 

Jonah Cast Forth From the Vessel (I. p. 560) . 1 38 

The Temptation on the Mountain (l.p. 13) .141 


Adam and Eve Hide Themselves from the Presence of the Lord 


(lp.9) .143 

The Ascension (l.p. 160) .145 

The Prophet Ezekiel (2. p. 142) .148 

Evangelist finds Christian Under Mount Sinai (4. p. 20) .155 

Jacob in a Dream Seeth a Ladder Reaching to Heaven (2. p. 32) .157 

The River of the Water ot Life (I . p. 256) .163 

Jesus Christ Reveals Himself to St. John (2. p. 76) .172-173 

Illuminated Letters are from The Child's Bible 

























ST. VINCENT 


✓ 


176 


References 

Branch, Christian William. “The Endemic Religious Insanity of the 
Island of St. Vincent,” The Monist , Vol. 17, 1907, pp.299-310. 

Hennev, Jeanette H. “The Shakers of St. Vincent,” pp. 219 263 in 
Erika Bourguignon (Ed.), Religion, Altered States of Consciousness, 
and Social Change. Columbus, OH: Ohio State University, 1973. 

Herskovits, Melville J. and Frances S. Trinidad Village. 

New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1947. 

Houk, James T. Spirits, Blood, and Drums: The Orisha Religion 
in Trinidad. Philadelphia: Temple University Press, 1995. 

Mischcl, Frances O. “African Powers in Trinidad: The Shango Cult.” 
Anthropological Quarterly , Vol. 30 (2): 1957, pp. 45 59. 

Pitts, Walter F. Old Ship of Zion. New York: Oxford University Press, 1993. 

Simpson, George E. The Shango Cult in Trinidad. Rio Piedras: 

University of Puerto Rico, Institute of Caribbean Studies, 1965. 

Thomas, Nigel H. Spirits in the Dark. Concord, Ontario: House 
of Anansi Press, 1993. 

Whittington, Viola-Gopaul. History of the Spiritual Baptist 
and Writings. Port of Spain, Trinidad: Printing Plus, 1983. 






PROFILES OF HEALING 

is dedicated to helping the world’s most revered healers, 
shamans, medicine people, and leaders of complementary 
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A relatively unknown mystical culture, the Shakers of 
the Caribbean island of St.Vincent, is illustrated through 
personal profiles, stories and photographs. A unique 
blend of West African spirituality and Protestant 
Christianity, this culture has a strong tradition of seeking 
personal instruction and spiritual training from visionary 
experience that is brought forth through a ritual called 
“mourning.” The details of this ritual are set forth along 
with personal testimonies of visionary journeys. 
Accompanied by a CD of their ecstatic gatherings and 
healing encounters, this volume sets forth a vibrant 
expression of spiritual healing. 
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